Rowland elected top 


_ ASHC officer, 
Hulbert new Veep 


Jamie Rowland is the new ASHC 


(associated Students of Hartnell: College) 


President and Donna Hulbert vice president 
after one ofthe lowest turnout. races in 
history. 
A grand total of 152 votes were Cast in the 
two-day elections. : 
Rowland called for a “strong leader’’ for 
the ASHC, something he says has been 


, Missing ‘‘for-a long -time.’’ Rowland, Salinas 


High*senior class president in 1976, said it 
was.good to be back in the swing of student 
government. 

Referring to one of his opponents Robert 
Mills, Rowland said, ’’He never really got off 
the ground. think that night that we had the 


7 
Eggheads get crackin’ 

Chicken Little would have loved this. 

Over 50 watched as a raw egg, wrapped 
totally in styrofoam, dropped three stories = 
without cracking. 

Mark Turner, inventor of this styrofoam 
craft won the first-place prize: ~ a SR: 40 
Texas Instruments calculator. 

Steve Isberg and Sandy Ogden finished 
in second and third respectively. 15 other 
contestants also. dropped their eggs from the 
Classroom/Administration/Counseling 
(CRAC) building without mishaps. 

Dr. Jesse’ Cude, judge and physics 
instructor said, ‘’Everyone seemed to have a 
good time,’’ Elaine Casas won the booby 
prize, a book on eggs. 


“<President: Gibb) Madsén’s 
§ 


debate and he didn’t show up was indicative 
of his desire for the presidency.’’ 

“We're going to have more dances, 
picnics and afternoon outings, ’’ said 
Rowland. He says that he will rely heavily 
upon Martha Badham’s arm in the spring. 
Badham is the new fall activities commis- 
sioner. 

“Il wish more people would have voted,’’ 
said outgoing-President Allan Scettrini. He 
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Ex-CSEA president é 


two year ‘hatchet jo 


By Tom Van Dyke 


“'There’sa--constant feeling. that (Hartnell 
BOr HS et YOU IE you" 
peak out,’ said college business services 
assistant Peter J}. Wilson in an interview last 
Sunday. ~ 


Wilson, 47, willbe ’‘dismissed’’ after 4 years at 
Hartnell as of June 30 upon recomendation from 
his immediate supervisor, Paul Petersen, college 
business manager and. with the approval of 
President Gibb R. Madsen. 

And he says. it'is because he has spoken out. 

According to Wilson; the trouble between him 
and his supervisors began only after he assumed 
the- presidency of California School Employees 
Association (CSEA) local #470. 

“Everything was super for the first few 
months,’’ said’ Wilson. Then in early 1975, 
‘clouds started gathering.’ The district spent 
$7,000 on a survey of classified employees 
salaries. 

The survey alleged that one-fifth to one-third of 
Hartnell’s classified employees were ‘“supposedly 
overpaid. ’’ : : 

“To make a long story short,’”” Wilson said, “‘it 
was a long and acrimonious fight.’’ 

As president, Wilson signed an official letter of 


INEL 


noted that President Ford enjoyed his lame 
duck period, ’’so why shouldn’t $27” ‘ 

- ‘Maybe 1’ll go to the meetings drunk, | 
don’t know,”’ he laughed. 

ASHC better, says Rowland 

Rowland says the ASHE got better inthe 
latter semester. ‘The people finally got thier -: 
act together and | think that helped.’ 

Rowland emphasized the lack of over-all 
leadership in the ASHC in the last few years. 
“TY know now that it’s not all the people in 
offices charge...but the apathy is something 
that you have to deal with if you have a 
position like this,’ Rowland said. 

Hulbert ’‘thrilled’’ 

Meanwhile, Donna Hulbert was ‘thrilled’ 
with the annoncement that.she was the new 
vice president. 

“‘T don’t know what to say,’’ she said. 
“I’m really happy, that’s all.’”’ 

*“Jamie’s a good guy, after all.’’ 

Other winners in the May 18-19 race are 
Steve Racilis, spring commissioner of 
activities; Pat Williams, commissioner of 
facilities; and Craig Doener, Pat Walberg 
and Sandra Hoover, senators. 


Hartnell College, Salinas CA 


peaks out on firing, 
ends this June 30 


protest and eventually- testified before the 


Governing Board. 
When the Board realized the CSEA member- 


‘ship. was..on.the-verge of ‘’striké action,” said 


Wilson, they negotiated. 

As the CSEA salary issue seemed to become 
less frantic, Wilson’s troubles had just begun. 

Relations between Wilson and his supervisors 
became strained, he said, with. Madsen and 
Petersen ’’making it very clear’’ that they were 
annoyed he was ‘‘carrying the fight for CSEA.’’ 

In October of 1975, for reasons he says are 
obvious, a survey representative returned to the 
campus to review only Wilson’s job. 

The survey people spent ‘‘hours with Petersen 
and” recommended ‘‘that my position be cut 10 
full grades (25 per cent pay cut) and be abolished 
and a new position of buyer established,’’ Wilson 
recalled. 

“Well, it was pretty obvious it was a hatchet 
job’’ and CSEA lawyers confirmed this view. : 

Not so suprisingly, Wilson said, in August 1975, 
‘‘Petersen wrote a letter to my file, bitterly 
attacking me for supposedly: fouling up on 
something.’’ 

Next, ‘‘In November, Petersen came up with an 
unscheduled evaluation and rated me as ‘unsatis- 
factory--recommend dismissal.’ “’ 

(Please turn to p. 2) 


Ceremonies scheduled for June 10 


Panetta to address Hartnell 


Literary/Art Supplement 
Rodeo here tomorrow....p.6 
Miss Hartnell retires...p.11 
Lit/Art issue folded inside _ 
Basebaliers 2nd in state p.8 


_ the. Salute To 


United States Congressman Leon 
Panetta. will be the commencement 
speaker for Hartnell’s 55th gradua- 
tion cermonies at.8 p.m.‘on June 10 
in the college gymnasium. — 

The ceremonies will be opened by 
the Coronation March followed by 
The Flag. — Leon 
Panetta will follow the Invocation 
with his commencement address. 

At the present time, Panetta is 
serving as a member of the Board of 
Trustees of The University of Santa 
Clara Law School and is a former’ 
member of the Board of Directors of 
the Monterey College of Law. 


NN Scholarship. Honors and Certifica- 


tion of Class 1977 will be presented 
by (Dean of Instruction) Mr. N. 
Arthur Rasmusson. 


The ’77 Valadictorian “‘will not be™ 


announced until the morning of 
graduation because its such a close 
race,’" says:Lynn Huff, Secretary to 
Dr. Willits. “The final exams will 
determine the winner.’’ Kathryn 
Cole (4.0), Dwayne Cole (3.95) and 
Randall. McGaugh (3.95) are the 
three top contenders. -- 

One -hundred thirty-tive students 
were recipients of the Associate in 
Arts Degree in January ‘77 and 213 
are. candidates for their degree in 
June. 


graduates 


Leon Panetta 
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Editorial 


By Terry Murphy 
Acting Copy Editor 


Hartnell is your college 
speak now 
or hold your tongue 


Complaints, complaints, complaints! That’s all 
one hears these days about the Visual Arts Facility 
(VAF) and the Classroom, Administration and 
Counseling (CRAC) building. 

| have criticized and complained quite a few 


a 


times but — what right have I, or any other 
student for that matter, to voice our opinions on 
the plans of the buildings? : 

Very few, if any, spoke out on the design of the 
CRAC and VAF buildings. If more had, perhaps. 
these facilities would have more windows or larger 
more accommodating rooms. 

It’s too late for them now, but what about the 
yet-to-be approved plans for the college center? 
Now that’s something the students ought to be 
interested in. What do you want for your college 
center? ; 

A good example of what other colleges have 
done, West Valley in Saratoga has a U-shaped 
waterfall enhanced facility housing a large 
cafeteria, dining room, a bookstore, a. student 
lounge and a recreation room. The rec room 
contains’ many treasures such a jukebox a pool 
table and pinball machines. It even has a color 
television. 

They would be nice to have. They would be 


CRAC a $3.7 million turkey? 


By Jerry Loeb 
Acting Editor 


eek [A EE BS TE 8 ET] 
Something went wrong in between the planning stage and the final 


product and the errors are everywhere. 


The Classroom, Administration, Counseling (CRAC) building, underneath 
the ballyhoo and the hype, is a monstrosity of human error in action. 
The prison-like building looks like the offshoot of a Roman orgy or 


bacchannal. 


A quick examination of the building shows many gross mistakes, both in 


the original planning and final analysis. 


For one thing, why is the south side of the two comnlexes (and that’s what 
they give, complexes) near Homestead Avenue sealed off? What visceral 
purpuse uves Lidl serves IT WOUIG IOOK a Nell OT a lot better without that solid 
wall around it. What it should be is an open walk—in patio for the students. 

Now, | don’t know what happened in between the idea and the reality, but 


there was definitely something amiss. 


Is this to be.a $3.7 million turkey? Something future generations, will 
be burdened with? Something the school-papers will write editorials on? 

Hitler’ may. have died. in one of these bunkers that. Kasavan calls 
classrooms. He could appreciate the lack of windows in the place. 


At least the place isn’t a turkey in the exercise sense. It’s a healthy hike to - 
the third floor. The handicapped don’t have the benefit of a gently sloping 


ramp to ease their weary wheels — on their ‘‘way’’ to the ground floor. 


One student remarked rather flippantly ‘‘the CRAC building is a prison, 


and the Visual Arts Facility is it’s basement.’’ 


The name Kasavan is an institution in Salinas; building many schools and 
community buildings for both the school district and town. Political 
haymaking being what it is, Kasavan has a virtual monopoly here. 


students 


expensive to keep, of course, but they would more 
than pay for themselves in time. 

The next consideration would be where to put a 
center. 

Some thoughts have leaned toward the Faculty 
Office Building (FOB). This would be very 
unrealistic because of the distance away from 
other buildings. 

Another alternative, which is being considered 
by the board, is the old nursing wing. This would 
be a very good idea because it is more or less 
centrally located. 

These are just a few ideas. Maybe there are a 
few students out there who have better ones. 


Now’s the chance to get involved! Tell 
somebody your ideas. Get a student caucus 
started on the college building. Voice your 
opinions now and remember: Students are the 
very people who will be using the center most. 

It’s speak now or forever hold your peace. 


‘/A model for others to follow’’ 


— Jerome Kasavan 


Letters to ‘Insight’ — a space set aside for 
and . faculty. to express ‘their 
opinions — should be typewritten, double 
spaced, signed and no longer than 300 


Ex-CSEA president discusses dismissal, hatchet job 


(Cont. from p. 1) 


Petersen’s comments then and Wilson’s 
experiences differed radically from the time prior 
to Wilson’s involvement with the CSEA issue. 

Previously, Petersen had rated Wilson ‘‘above 
average’’ three times and had raised his pay $64 a 
month at an un-scheduled time. ; 

Then, Wilson, following Madsen’‘s instructions, 
wrote a lenghty rebuttal of Petersen’s charges. 

Madsen’s reply to that ‘‘essentially repeated 
what Petersen had said,’’ but-also explained the 
reversal. 

‘“You should be aware that previous evaluations 
were signed only after Mr. Petersen assured me 
that he felt that the personal problems you were 


having (Wilson was involved in a divorce) would . 


be resolved. 


Wilson termed President Madsen‘s explanation 
‘Idiotic nonsense.’” In the letter, Madsen 
specified April 1976 as the date Wilson would be 
‘“dismissed’’ if he didn’t ‘‘improve.’’ 


Petersen, ‘‘in March, came up with yet another 
evaluation recommending dismmissal.’’ 


“1 have no future at Hartnell anyway. | have 
had no future at Hartnell for two years, so I’m best 


Yet, nothing was done, ‘‘because they knew out of it.’’ 


that it was an issue of falsehoods and could be torn 


apart’’ by CSEA lawyers, said Wilson. 


What does he see as a major stumbling block to 


The next step was to declare Wilson’s position good relations between CSEA and management? 
‘management’ as is permitted by Senate Bill “Petersen seems to spend a great deal of his time 
160 (the collective bargaining bill), June 1, 1976. — thinking of ways to screw the classifieds.’ 

This meant that Wilson could no longer remain 

ifs 20 of CSEA and thus retain legal CSEA But what will become if Peter J. Wilson? He 

In the meantime, ‘‘Petersen was taking away init an aiako ce of Bile expeniees out of 
duties with the obvious intent of being able to say 144. all behind €¢ a tour oF The Wore. 
one day,’well, you’re not doing a worthwhile job ee 
and we’re going to get rid of you’’, Wilson said. 

But what spelled the end for Wilson was the 
abolition of his job and the hiring of an assistant: Editor’s note: (When confronted with questions 
manager,‘’‘who has a job description which is raised by the Wilson interview, Petersen first 
practically word for word my.job description.“’ refused to comment because it was ‘‘kind of 
personal ~between Mr. Wilson and myself.’’ 
However, Petersen. did say. that  Wilson’s 
dismissal ‘‘had nothing to do with his position 
with CSEA, not-even a.coincidence..:.never a 
factor.’’) 


Although convinced he could fight his dismissal 
and eventually win a decision over the college, 
Wilson said,‘‘It’s simply a matter of what's. the 
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speaking out 
By Jerry Tovey 


D.D. & T-Bird Trouble 


After driving my wife to work the other day, | 
decided to drop by my friendly neighborhood 


‘‘Auto-Hospital-Oil Pans and Crank cases our 
Specialties’’ to have someone find the source of a 
clicking and wobbling I'd felt most of the previous 
week; 

A dead ringer for Miss Tractor 1972 sat 
benignly behind a desk, cleaning at least a three 
year accumulation of sludge from beneath her 
fingernails. She looked up and smiled as | 
approached, noticing a plaque bearing the inscrip-- 
tion ‘‘Doris Schurtz-Receptionist.’’ 

“Good morning Miss Schmurt,’’ | said. ‘’I’ve 
noticed a bit of noise in the car lately and wonder 
if something could be done about it?’’ 


“Nery well) Mr...’”" 


Schwefel attacks dorm inaccuracies 


Dear Editor: 

| feel compelled to;comment on your front page 
article of the May 6 edition of the Panther 
Sentinel. There are inaccuracies in the manner in 
which the story was reported so far as my 
comments were concerned that should be 
corrected. 

1. | did not state that the FOB when first built-in 
the mid-50s became almost an exclusive refuge for 
Hartnell athletes: What | did say was that the 
dormitory was used for the most part by 
out-of-district students. Prior to the time the FOB 
was built there were other old houses, since torn 
down, that were used by athletes. | have no 
knowledge that there was a greater proportion of 
athletes among the dormitory residents than the 
population of Hartnellin general. _ 

2. While | believe | have first-hand knowledge 
of some conditions in the dormitory, | did not state 
that | lived in the dormitory nor did | ever live in 
the dormitory. 

3. | did not state that the FOB should be 
converted to. a student center. | stated that | 
believe that the FOB should be used for certain ° 
offices which are now shown in the preliminary 
plans for the new student cénter to free-up more 
space for unstructured indoor student activity. 

4. | did not state that | saw a use of FOB as a 
place ‘‘to lounge around while they’re (South 
County students) waiting for the bus.’’ | indicated 
that the new student cénter among its other 
multiple uses, might be more valuable to a greater 
number’.of South County students and other 
students as it would provide a place other than the 
library or cafeteria where they could go between 
classes and while waiting for the bus. 

5. You state that the college administration 
wants the dormitory to be used primarily for the 
South County students over my objection.. My 
point was not that | have any objection to the idea- 
of dormitories; my point was that | saw no basis 
upon which the college could legally discriminate 


e e oe 

Mills: ‘Repression’ in the 

To the Editor, 

Repression exists in this school, more than | 
feared. And there is nothing that | can do about it. 
by myself. If we are going to protect the 
revolutionary spirit of freedom and humanity we 
are going to have to get together now. ‘ 

What proof do | have to back this statement? 
Several things are happening at this college which 
students: probably don’t even know that it is 
happening. As follows. The truth must be known: 

The reasons for my dismissal a few months ago 
were: 

OSeveral weeks before my. dismissal_|..had 
talked fo ‘several non-classified workers about 
forming a union so thaat they could get higher 
wages and benefits. ney 

Ol had worked successfully on the Prop. 14 
compaign and tutorial duties which griped a lot of 
the administration. (Ed. ‘Note: Proposition 14 
failed). i 

U1On top of my. -dismissal.|.recently. attempted 


ae 


in favor of South County students over other 
students residing in the district. | also.saw another 
problem in that out-of-district students over the 
age of eighteen years can quickly establish 
residency within the Hartnell College District, 
thereby becoming entitled, at least on an equal 
basis with other students, to be considered for 
available dormitory space. 


The thrust of my argument is that | am not 
antidormitory, although the FOB facilities, in my 
judgment, are not large enough, as prior 
experience has shown us, to be effectively used 
for this purpose. My point is simply that modern 
community colleges need as a central and 
essential part of their facilities space for activities 
traditionally considered part of a student union or 
student center. Good examples of such facilities 


exist at Foothill, DeAnza, Chabot, and other. 


modern community colleges nearby. 


| would hope that the students themselves, who 
up to now have been almost silent, would express 
an interest in where the Board of Trustees should 
be going with respect to the bookstore, cafeteria, 
and student center complex. t, as one Trustee, 
would be interested in a wide range of student 
views. My past ‘experience and observation lead 
me to believe that moving some offices (now 
preliminarily planned. for the student center), to 
the FOB would free-up space. As_ presently 
planned, the space available for students,’ who 
number 6,000 altogether, is the identical space 
that was available to students when | went to 
Hartnell College, which had a student population 
then of 800. ‘ 

Regardless of the merits of my particular views 
and the priorities that | see, | would hope the 
Sentinel would continue to independently look at 
this matter as it is important to the future of many 
generations of Hartnell students. 

Very truly yours, 
James D. Schwefel, Jr. 


air at Hartnell 


to register for next fall, and my registration (on 
the grounds ot owing Hartnell too much money) 
was refused. Trumped up bills which raised a $50 
bill to $100 kept me from enrolling. 

This is not only happening to me — two 
reporters in the newspaper office are also 
screaming about repression and censorship. and 
they have proof to back this up. 

CIA faculty member had brought in his own 
desk in* order to’ make his new office more 
comfortable. Now Dr. Madsen and -his hatchet 
men want him to take it out because he claims all 
the other-teachers will bring their desks and the 
college will not know what to do with the desks 
they had-gotten for them. 

Two other faculty members had placed name 
plates on their door — one of the administrators 
took a screwdriver and-threw: the nameplates 
away with the excuse that these teachers had 
defaced his building. : ; 

: Ao SEER EC ~-Robert Mills 
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< “'Tovey.”’ 

“Tovey. I’Il see if one of the staff can take a look 
atit.’’ 

With this she carefully wiped her pocket knife 
clean and after closing it and replacing it in a 
volumnious handbag: previously hidden by the 
desk, she picked up the phone and punched 
several digits. 

“‘Good morning, I’m Doctor Donald. Where 
might the patient be?’’ 

} spun about, half expecting a_ kindly, 
grey-haired Marcus Welby-type with a black bag 
but was instead met by a short squat man in a 
grease encrusted white smock. 

“The patient?’’ | stammered, bewilderment 
quite possibly obvious on my face. 

“Ah, yes, here we are.’’ He rushed past me and 
patted the hood of my 1964 Thunderbird 
muttering something about a ‘‘poor old girl.’’ 

“‘Yes, I’ve noticed a bit of clicking and wobbling 
lately and would like something done about it if 
possible.’’ 

“Clicking and Wobbling.’’ The words were 
said with a certain finality, and | felt sympathy for 
the pain he seemingly suftered at the mere 
utterance of such unprofessional terms. 

After requesting and receiving the key, Doctor 
Donald drove my black and white beauty behind a 
pair of antiseptically green doors. 

As the seconds turned to minutes, and the 
minutes to hours, | fretted and. waited, 
chain-smoking all the while. 

Several half-hearted attempts at conversation 
with the dear Miss Schmurtz revealed a 
vocabulary apparently consisting of “‘Oh, yea?’’ 
and ‘‘Izzat so2?’’ So | whiled away the time in silent 
suffering. 

With downcast eyes, Doctor Donald pushed his 
way through the swinging doors separating the 
clinic and the waiting room. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Tovey, the tie rods are untied, 
the-bushings are bushed and the drive train has 
become derailed.’’ 

“You mean...."’. 

“Vm afraid so.”’ 

“Could you..: you 
know?”’ 

““Of course,’’ he came closer and laid his hand 
lightly on my arm, ‘‘I’m truly sorry.”’ 

As | walked towards the exit with a heavy heart, 
a shot rang out behind me and a silent tear 
trickled down my cheek, coming to rest. in my 
mustache. 


Buildings go, 


prejudice remains 


Dear Editor: 
“The more things change the more they stay 


the same.’’ This adequately describes the present 
situation at Hartnell. A situation .in’ which 
although new buildings are being completed and 
old ones are being torn down, there is no apparent 
change at Hartnell. 

This lack of change is in the area of racial 
prejudice. An area in which Hartnell has 
continued in its practice of mirroring the racial 
prejudices of the community it serves. Those who 
manage this college have for years based their 
decisions solely on what would be most beneficial 
tothe Anglo community. 

If there has been change it has only. been in 
changing from a conspicuously prejudicial stand 
to one which is subtle but still oppressive. One has 
only to count the number of teachers who have 
been allowed to achieve tenure and administrators 
at Hartnell who are Blacks, Chicanos or Filipinos 
during the forty years that the old building stood 
to see that change has not occurred. ‘ 

Now that the old building is being torn down | 
would hope that those who manage Hartnell, 
particularly the administrators, would be intelli- 
gent enough to change their antiquated ways. By 
simply not mirroring the racial prejudices of the 
community Hartnell could become a progressive 
and innovative institution. Instead we have a 
stagnant atmosphere which does nothing to help 
in achieving racial equality. An atmosphere which 
chokes the goals and aspirations-of the minority 
students. _ 

: Onofre Contreras 
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Final exams start June 2, 


-Final examinations begin Thurs- 
day, June 2 for all students. 

Students with more than two 
examinations on one day may 
petition the dean of ‘instruction for 
permission to take the additional 
exams at another time. Following is 
the full schedule: 

Thurs., June 2 

OTTh 12-1, 12-2 of 12-1:30 — 
final at 11:30-2:30. (buses leave at 
2:45 p.m.). 

Fri., June 3 

08-9 daily, MWF,- four meetings 
weekly or any MW or combination — 
final at 8-11; 

(01-2 daily, MWF, four meetings 
weekly or any MW or F combination 
—final at 11:30-2:30; 

OTTh 3:30-4:30—final at 3-6 
(buses leave at 6:15 p.m.). 

Mon., June 6 . 

(19-10 daily, MWF, four meetings 
weekly or any MW or F combination 
—final at 8-11; 

(12--1 daily, MWF, four meet- 
ings weekly or MW or F combination 
—final at 11:30-2:30 (buses leave at 
2:45 p.m.). 

Tues., June 7 

OTTh 8-9, 8-10, 8-11, 8-9:30 — 
final at 8-11; 

(011-12 daily, MWF, four meet- 
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ings weekly or any MW _ or F 
combination—final from 11:30-2:30; 

[12-3 daily, MWF, four meetings . 
weekly or any MW or F combination 
—final at 3-6 (buses leave at 6:15 
p.m.). 

Wed., June 8 

OTTh 9-10, 9-11, or 9:30-11 — 
final from 8-11; i 

OTTh 12:30-2, 1-2, 1-2:30, 1-3, 
1-4, or 1:30-3—final at 11:30-2:30. 
(buses leave at 2:45 p.m.). 

Thurs., June 9 

(110-11, 10-12 daily, 10-12, MWF, 
four meetings weekly or any MW or 
F combination —finals at 8-11 a.m.; 

OTTh 11-12 or 11-12:30°—final at 
11:30-2:30; 

(03-4, 3-5, 3-6 daily, MWF, four 
meetings weekly or any MW or F 
combination —final at 3-6 (buses 
leave at 6:15 p.m.). 

Fri., June 10 

OTTh 10-11 or TTh 10-12 —final 
at 8-11; : 

OTTh 2:30-3:30 — final at 11:30- 
2:30 (buses leave at 2:45 p.m.). 

Evening and Saturday classes will 
have final examinations on: Monday, 
June 6, Tuesday, June 7, Wednes- 
day, June 8, Thursday, June 9, 
Friday, June 3. and Saturday, June 
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For The 
Castroville Artichoke Festival 


Make Your Summer: 
eExciting 
°Venturous 

Be in parades 
eHave lots of fun 
One to remember 


Call Julie Bernardi 633-3402 


Who is more deserving 
than the guy who worked 
so long 

and here come’s graduation 
but all his threads 
are gone 

Bud Parker’s is here to 

help you 

& with that special 
gift in mind 

A selection that 

% will please you 
That special gift 
to find! 
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MEN’S WEAR 


965 N.-Main St. , 
’ Sherwood 


YOUR FEET 

ON THE STREET 
IN SOME NEW 
TREADS FROM 


IPRO-Keds' 


This style-setting line-up of new treads from 
PRO-Keds~ is sure to put you in the winning tra- 
dition for 1977. PRO-Keds® quality and durability 
features include padded collar, foam cushioned lining 
and arch support, terry cloth covered insole, padded 


\ tongue, heavy duty eyestay, and a variety of specially de- 
signed skid-proof molded outsoles. Even if you don’t win the 
PRO-Keds® Machine, you'll always be a winner when you‘re 


wearing PRO-Keds* 


‘‘Androcles and the Lion’’ actors, Randy-Baker, Michael Kubik ce 
Dan Blevins, pose Marx Brothers style during their May 10 


—Photos by Tom Van Dyke 


* 


“PROKeds Machine” 
Your local PRO-Keds® dealer and Uniroyal (man- 
ufacturer of PRO-Keds® ) are out to put you 
in the winning tradition. To be eligible to 
win the PRO-Keds® Machine, simply fill 
in an entry form at one of the'partici- 
pating PRO-Keds® dealers fisted 
below. by July 9, 1977. 
Contest is open to all ages. 
Winners will be notified after 
August1, 1977. See the 
official rules at your 
PRO-Keds® dealer. 
No purchase 
necessary. 


TROPHY DELUXE 


REGISTER NOW AT ONE OF THESE PARTICIPATING PRO-KEDS° DEALERS 


All Stores: 


Hollister: 


The Emporium 
Men’s Shoes 


Dick Bruhn’‘s Shoes 


Morgan Hill: El Toro’ Shop — 
Salinas: Joy-Pers Shoes 
Scotts Valley: The Shoe Tree 
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‘Fair Feast’’ enjoyed by 
revelers, 
wenches and maidens 


Over 500 guests and 100 entertainers, helpers 
and servers entered the past-the Elizabethian 
era-during the Renaissance Feast sponsored. by 
the Hartnell Theatre Arts Association Saturday. 

The menu for the Toro Park festival included 
roasted pig, poached salmon, fowl, and various 
vegetables, fruits, breads and cheeses. 

Entertainment for the affair included the 
Dell-Arte School of Mime, Hartnell Chamber 
Singers, there were maypole and garland dancers, 
jesters, fencing exhibitions, Highland bagpippers 
and the Amadeo singers. The festivities were 
presided over by Queen Betty Doty. 

Proceeds from the feast will. go towards 
scholarships for Fine Arts students. The amount 
earned is still undetermined. 

Earnings from a sterling silver necklace set with 
lapiz lazuli stones donated by ‘‘The Owl Lady”’ 
was raffled. off and earned $200, which will also 
go towards a scholarship tor a Hartnell drama 
student. 

Karen O’Grady, president of the Hartnell 
Theatre Arts Assn., was enthusiastic about the 
success of the feast. ‘‘We had a wonderful time. 
I’m sure we’|l do it again next year.’’ 


“““Androcles and the Lion,” rected by Ron 
Danko at Hyde Park. 


—Photos by Mark Wilkes 


Actors Randy Baker and Dan Blevins ham it 
up during the May 10 performance of 


‘Freedom of choice’ for women 


goal of continuing education program 


Fustrated women who feel they 
have no where to go and no way to 
get there should contact Allison 
Paul, of the CRAC Counssseling 
Center. 

Feminism is a topic of great interest 
and importance to her, saying, ‘’A lot 
of people have strong: reactions to 
the feminist movement but in my 
opinion, it stands -for freedom of 
choice. ’’ 

Women who have to support their 
families are getting better job 
opportunities and many of the 
parents work part-time, and partents 
part-time, giving both the opportun- 


ity to work as well as be with their 
children. 


In the early 20th Century, women 
were granted the right to vote but 
were stuck with tradition, she says. 


Ms. Paul remarked that men should 
not be excluded from the feminist 
movement.’‘Men are coming - to 
realize that they:too can take care of 
the house even as women become 
more aware that they can be the sole 
breadwinner.’’ 


There are currently 350-women in 
the program for continuing educat- 
ion, ranging in ages from 18-70 and 
engaged in a wide range of activities. 


13 win state scholarships 


Charles Barker and Kathy Cole 
were Hartnell winners of the $2,000 
Bank of America scholarships. 


Kathryn Cole Charles Barker 


Winners of the Cal- 
ifornia’ Scholarships 
have been announced 
with 13 Hartnell stu- 
dents winning the 
$1,000 awards. 

Winners : Steve Ay- 
lard, Onofore Cont- 
reras, Susan Franks, 
Paul Frasseto, Jeff 
Giese, Bill » Hensley, 
Bonnie Hobler, Geo- 
“rge Knisley, Steve 
Mendoza, Lawrence 
Pedroza, Alice Shoe- 
maker. and Keta 
Ventura. 


Astronaut, economist to speak 
at ’77-78 Hartnell Presents 


Economist Dr. John Gal- 


Theater 


Marionettes and 


-- of 


See Spain this summer, learn too 


Are you interested in. fun, travel 
and adventure? No this does not 
mean joining the army, but rather 
taking a six-week trip to Spain. 

Two alternate plans are available, 
Plan A and Plan B. Both will depart 
from Oakland airport June 28, return 
August 17 and will offer attendance 
at Summer Session at the University 
alencia, room and board, and 
tuition. 

Plan A offers an 11 day tour of 
Spain by private motorcoach follow- 


‘ing the Summer Session (August 


6-17) with accomodations in first 
class hotels, sightseeing as sche- 
duled meals in all cities except 


braith and. former- astronaut 
James Lovell head the list of 
speakers on the proposed 
schedule for next year’s 
Hartnell: Presents series; 

The~ College © Board: «of 
Trustees approved the Hart- 
nell Presents budget of 
$15,025 last week. 


Also. proposed for next 


year is the Royal Shakes-. 


peare Company, Popcorn 


CBS correspondent Charles 
Kuralt: 

Dr. Galbraith, author of 
““Money,;’” will be giving a 
public lecture following with 


-a day as visiting professor at 


Hartnell. : 
Astronaut Lovell was the 
first man to journey to the 
moon twice. In addition to 
his lecture, the Planetarium 
will also present shows cen- 
tered around this theme. 


¥ 


Partners Dale & Ron Gieg. 


Madrid where only rooms. and 
breakfast are offered. The cost of 
Plan A is $1,374. 

Plan B offers Summer Session at 
the University of Valencia, tuition 
and room and board. Rather than the 
tour of Spain though, Plan B gives 
the traveler 11 days of unstructured 
time to freely wander. The only 


* stipulation. is-that they, be “at the 


Madrid ‘airport’ in time for the 
August 17 plane back to Oakland. 
The cost of Plan B will be $999. 

Anyone interested in the excur- 
sions are encouraged to call Fran- 
cisco Muro, Ext. 388, or drop by 
room C-258, second floor, north wing 
of CRAC. 


complete line of 
Car Stereos. 


- *Pioneer 
_. = *Blaupunkt 
4 * Audiovox 
*Mecoa 
*Cobra 
*Hy-Gain 
*SBE 
}* Motorola 


Installation Available 


9-6 Mon. 
thru Thurs. 
9:30-9 Eri. 
9:30-5 Sat. 


FACTORY 
AUTHORIZED 
TECHNICIAN 


Sherwood Gardens 


-Top-ranked ri 


By Jerry Loeb 
Acting Editor 

Hartnell’s red-hot riders will host the 1977 
Intercollegiate Rodeo Regionals Finals Sat- 
urday and Sunday beginning at 1:30 at the 
California Rodeo Grounds. 

The top ten in each individual event will be 
competing from ten different schools. Cal 
Poly, San Luis Obispo, Cal Poly, Pomona, 
Arizona State and Pierce College are just a 
few of the name schools that will be 
competing. i 

Athletic. Director Bob Kelley says 600 
delegates from all over the world who are 
involved with the National Seed Convention 
in Monterey will be in attendance as guests 
of Hartnell. 

Kelley says the Hartnell team has a good 
shot at taking all the marbles in the Western 
Region and the Nationals in Bozeman, 
Montana in June. 

The event has been billed as the ‘‘best 
thing to hit Salinas since the July Rodeo.’’ 
Kelley was very optimistic about the 
tourney’s chances. 


—Photo by Kerry Cex 


(Paid Political Adv.) 4 


STEVE | 
SOLOMON 


FOR SALINAS 
CITY COUNCIL 


EXPERIENCE INCLUDES: 


* Chairman of Monterey County 
Transportation Study—6 years 


* Chamber of Commerce Transportation 
Committee—3 years _ 


* Vice Chairman, Salinas City 
Traffic Commission—2 years 


LET'S PUT SOLOMONS EXPERIENCE IN 
PUBLIC SERVICE TO WORK FOR 
~~ BETTER SALINAS, 


Paid for by Comm. to Elect Stephen Solomon; Cliff Town- 
send Sr., Co-Chairman—Tom P.. Nunes, Jr., Treasurer. 


' Lynn Riggs [left] combines speed and talent in 


her events, the barrel race. Along with 
teammate Vicki Taylor the women: have a good 
chance of taking it all in the women’s division. 
[Below] Ralph Rianda shows the ‘‘Correct way 
to rope a doggie.’’ He is the hottest rider of 
late, leading the men to their upset win over 
Cal poly, San Luis Obispo. 


—Photo by Mark Wilkes 


Paid Political Advertisement 


Jim’s for: 


the City 


*Representation of the people’s viewpoint 
*Representation of all segments of Salinas 
*An informed public 


Jim Proposes: 


—A student advisory 
—A senior citizens commission to report to) 


ee. A reduction‘in city.tax rate equal to 
<> \#nereased ‘assessments 


“Oh, we ‘should have a good cr 
19,000 or more here on Saturday, antes 
know how many on Sunday,’’ Kelley reports 
that the tickets have been sold at a-record 
rate for the Rodeo. Admission is $2.50 for 
adults and $1.50 for students. 
riders secure 

On paper, the Hart riders seem very 
secure. 

With Earl Coons on top of the broncs and 
teammate Gary Hempstead, the Panthers 
have a formidable array of front line riders 

Ralph Rianda has been the hottest cowboy 
on the team, with five first in the last three 
meets in the saddle-brone for the Harts. 

“Coach John Larrick reported a ‘‘marked 
improvement’ of the team, which may be an 
understatement. Larrick’s team has gone on 
to win not only the Western Regionals, but 
have five out of the seven starters eligible for 
the Nationals. 

Former Hart rider-turned Cal Poly star 
Chris Lybert. will be a featured rider on 
Saturday, along with the Cal Poly Mustangs 
on Sunday. . : 
Women confident 


st:State tor 


good crowd of 
rday, and don’t 
Kelley reports 
sold at a record 
10N is $2.50 for 


lers seem very 


f the brones and 
1, the Panthers 
ont line riders. 

2 hottest cowboy 
in the last three 
‘the Harts, 

rted a ‘‘marked 
which may. be an 
am has gone on 
1 Regionals, but 
rters eligible for 


1 Cal Poly star 
itured rider on 
| Poly Mustangs 


Women riders have a close stake in the 
action. Women ropers Vicki Taylor and Lynn 
Riggs give the women a solid one-two punch 
in the chutes. 

Riggs and Taylor both have carried the 
burden for the women riders, as they are the 
only women in the contest. 

Riggs scored a major upset over Cal ‘Poly 
last week in San Luis Obispo-tumbling the 
favored Mustangettes with a strong per- 
formance, leading the way to a 67-34 
powerhouse win. Riggs had three first to her 
credit, and Taylor came through with two 
firsts and a'thirdin goat tying. 

Fat and sassy 

The riders themselves seem to be walking 
with a little more spunk in their step these 
days. Earl Coons assured me that ‘‘We’ll kill 
‘em,’’ and teammate Lynn Riggs had this to 
say about the women she will be competing 
against: 

‘‘They won't be worth a damn after we get 
through with them.’’ 


So relax, have a hot dog and enjoy — the 
riders are hot and ready! 


a 


si pr 


Glen Chapman displays proper bull-riding form atop 
‘‘Martha,’’ one of the stable bulls. — - 


Photo by Eric Peterson 


2 


= “Bob Frésh signals that he’s a-ok while the ranch 
~ hands watch. 


/ : Pa aa? —Photo by Eric Peterson 
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Panther ni 


By ‘‘Doc’’ Moseley 
Acting Sports Editor 


For the first time ever, the Panther 
baseball team climbed into the buses 
May 19 and headed for the State 
Championships at Merced. Two days 
later, they returned with a trophy for 
second place. 

“The guys played great baseball,’’ 
coach .Tony Teresa said. ‘‘The 
defense was tight, but the pitching 
staff just got worn out.’’ 

In the Central Valley heat, Hartnell 
suffered a 13-4 defeat by- defending 
chapion Merced Blue Devils May 21, 
only a few hours after edging Napa 
7-6 in eleven innings. 

The Panthers jumped on Merced in 
the first inning when Danny Cam- 
acho singled home Al Douglas. But 
the Blue Devils answered with four 
runs in their half of the first, another 
in the third, and four each in the 
fourth. and fifth. The change of 
climate and doubleheaders on suc- 
cessive days took their toll on tired 
arms. Nine runs were charged to 
starter-loser Louis Betancourt, six of 
the earned. 

The only bright light for Hartnell 
was Gil Ruiz’ two-run homer in the 
.sixth inning. 

Earlier Saturday, Rich Noran sing- 
led home Lyle McPherson with two 
out in the eleventh inning for a 7-6 
victory over Napa. 

Mark Micheli was greeted with 
chree runs in the first from Chief 
bats, but the Panthers took a 4-3 lead 

in the third on’ a two-run single’ by 
Dennis Gilbert. RBI’s by Douglas 
and McPherson made it 6—3 in the 
fourth. Napa came back to tie the 
score in the eighth, but Camacho 
came in to put out the fire. : 


Friday, the Panthers began the 
tournament on the wrong foot, losing 
to Merced 5-2. 

Jim. Baugher, whose _ five-hitter 
against Cabrillo sent Hartnell to the 
playoffs, surrendered two runs in the 
first inning with the aid of a bad-hop 
triple. The Blue Devil bats were just 


ne number two in sta 


that- silent till the fifth, when they 
scored once, and again in the eighth 
when they tallied two. 


The Panthers couldn’t touch .Mer- 


ced hurler Eugene Smith until the 
seventh, and then only for a run, 
adding another in the ninth. 


Later in the day, the runs wrapped 


up inside Panther bats exploded for a 
12-6 win over Mira Costa. 


Again, the opposition struck first 
with three runs in the third inning off 
Camacho. But the Panthers came 
back with three in their half of the 
inning, capped by a two-run homer 
by Dennis Gilbert. 


ols 


Then-came the big blast with seven 
runs in the fourth. gil Ruiz’ three-run 
homer .and Cliff Rold’s solo shot 
immediately after were the key 
shots. : 

To reach the State tournament the 
Panthers defeated Gavilan, Skyline 
and defending champs Cabrillo on 
successive days. 

Hot bats were. carried by Jeff 
Sommer (three hits and two RBI), Al 
Douglas (two hits, two RBI) and Rich 
moran (3 for 3, three RBI) for the 
11—2 final. : 

Friday the thirteenth held bad luck 
for Skyline as the Panthers eight 


Coach Tony Teresa signals ‘‘Slide!’’ and Cliff Rold Skyline May 13. 
comes into third with a base—clearing triple against 


Aquamen Dunn, Briggs rate high in state 


‘‘l_was very pleased! The swim- 
ming season was very successful,’’ 
says coach Mike Garibaldi. 

The State Championships at West 


sportsbrieis 


Students outgun faculty 

The first annual faculty-student 
basketball game held May 13 was 
such a success that the rivals will go 
at it again June 3 at 4 p.m. in the 
Main Gym. (It’s a freebie, by the 
way.) - 


Leading the students to a 67-59 
victory were K.C. Hughes with 18 
points, Rick Glanville with 13, 
Bruce Johnson with 12, and Steve 


Leininger and Frank Perez with 10 
each. 

The faculty put up ‘‘a very strong 
fight,’ said Erick Begun, who 
organized the contest. Jose Madrigal 
led them with 16 points, and Harold 
Huff and Lee Smith had 10 each.. 

Begun wishes to extend his thanks 
to Laurel Scheve, Merrill Cook, Paul 
Peterson, Pat Williams and Chuck 
Beals for their assistance in score- 
keeping and officiating. 


Three Panthers make All-Coast team, 
Gilbert named most valuable player 


By vote of the Coast Conference 
coaches May 23, Dennis Gilbert was 
named the Most Valuable Player in 
the conference, and Hart catcher Ciff 
Rold and shortstop Jeff Sommer 
were picked for the All-Conference 
team. 


Gilbert the 


was selected on 


strength of his league leading. 506 - 


batting average, five home runs, 23 


runs batted in and 39. hits (Confer- 
ence totals only). Rold hit .361 for 
the season, while Sommer finished 
in the conference at .426 and tied 
Gilbert for the-RBI crown. 

Panthers making the Honorable 
Mention 4ist- were second baseman. 
Rich Moran, third- baseman’ Lyle 
McPherson, and pitchers Danny 
Camacho and Mark Micheli. 


Valley May 5, 6 and 7 showed Mike 
Dunn and Richard Briggs rated in 
the top twenty in the state in their 
respective events. 

Dunn took the 200 and 400 yard 
individual medleys (2:06.95 and 
4:27.3) while Briggs was tops in the 
100 and 200 yard breastroke (1:03.27 
and 2:18.40). Even so, Garibaldi says 
the duo had their hands full due to 
the stiff competition. 

Dunn, Briggs, Dave Schneider and 
Scott Jerlow teamed together in the 


te 


-run first inning paved the way to.a 
49-9 rout.Camacho went the distance 
aided by Sommer’s five BI and four 
for Gil Ruiz. : 

Jim Baugher’s sterling five-hitter 
against Cabrillo May 14 led Hartnell 
to Merced. A. three-run second 
inning, capped by Dennis Gilbert's 
two run. single, provided all the 
scoring necessary on the way to a 4-1 
final. 

“We got hot when we had to,” 
coach Teresa said.’‘It was a team 
effort in all three games. Hitting, 
pitching, defense, everything came 
together.’’ 


— Photo by Bruce Head 


mile relay, coming out with the 
distinction of being Coast champs. 
Their split times were Dunn 
1:01.07, Briggs — 1:02.3, Schneider 
— 56.6, and Jerlow turning in the 
fastest time in 51.5. 

‘was very pleased with the men 
this season,’’ Garibaldi said, ‘‘But | 


think ‘that. the women could have 


done better. Next year, we really 
ccan’t tell if we have a chance or not, 
but we only have to work as a team. 
Then we'll be number one.’’ 


Softballers close out fine 9-9 season, 
look behind scenes with ‘Buddy’ 


By Pat Williams 

The Pantherette softball team 
capped thier season with Kathy 
Morasca tossing a three—hitter at 
Monterey ina 4-0 victory May 18. 

Hot bats were carried by Margie 
Bryant (2 for 2) and ‘Melissa 
Laughton, tagging a sixth inning 
home run. 

The win was the third in the 
Pantherettes’ last four outings. They. 
were trounced by West Valley 11-1 
iMay 16, edged Cabrillo 2-1 May 10, 
and turned one hit into. twelve runs 
in routing: Gavilan 12-2 May 5. > 

- The record shows the ladies with a 
9-9. won-lost mark for the season. 

What's it like to help coach a girl‘s 

team: with players your own age? 


Ask Byron ‘‘Buddy’’ Leach, assis— 


tant coach of our softball team. 

“Well, being the same age as the 
girls, it’s a lot harder for me to get a 
lot of their respect like Coach (Marv) 
Grim will get from them,’’ Buddy 
says. 

Just what does Buddy do? 

‘“1 do mainly what the coach tells 
me. When | see one of the girls doing 
something wrong during practice | 
tell them what's happening ‘and try 
to correct it.” 

During an average practice ses- 

“sion he says, “‘Coach takes the 


infield and gives me the outfield. | 


really had to learn fast myself in 
order to work with them.’” 

_ Buddyhas apparently done a good 
job. To quote one of the players, ‘I 
think he’s okay.’’ ; 


ne 


bert [left] has made first team All-State 
in baseball, and teammate Jeff Sommer has been 
named second team All-State. = 
— Photo by Mark Wilkes 
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Gilbert, Sommer — the ‘one-two’ punch 


By ‘‘Doc’’ Moseley 
Acting Sports Editor 
In the words of Hall-of-Famer Wee Willie 
Keeler, ‘‘Hit’em where they ain’t!’’ ; 
From the bats of Panthers Dennis Gilbert an 
Jeff “’Snake’’ Sommer come hits where they ain’t 
-and where they is, but wish they wasn’t. (‘/They’’ 
being opposing fielders.) 
Gilbert took the Coast Conference batting crown 
with a .506 mark, and Sommer was number two; 
hitting .426. The duo shared the RBI title with 23, 


and Gilbert led the circuit in hits (39) and home. 


runs (5). 3 

Both give mountains of praise to Coach Tony 
Teresa. Gilbert says, ‘‘| know twice as much as | 
did before coming to Hartnell.’’ Sommer agrees, 


Cornell Nationals bound, State here today 


Cindermen miss cut, women 4th in Nor Cal 


remarking, ‘’I learned more from ‘T’ in two weeks 
than in the rest of my life.’’ 

They ,disagree, however, on the Panthers’ 
schedule (24 road games out of 36). Sommer says 
it didn’t bother him, but Gilbert comments, ‘‘I like 
the home field advantage; playing in front of my 
friends.’’ 

Neither seriously considers a professional career 
in baseball. Sommer says he plays “‘just for fun.’’ 

Where would anybody get a nickname like 
“’Snake’’2 

“I played football in high school (Gonzales),’’ 
says the man so dubbed, ‘‘and | didn’t like to get 
hit, so | went between them!’’ 

Between, over, or through, beware the bats of 
Hartnell’s one-two punch! 


The Nor Cal Trials May 13 showed 
Charles Root and Fred Brooks on the 
first rung of the ladder to stardom. 
Root’s 179-10 javelin toss and 
Brooks’ 23-4 long jump qualified 
them for the finals May 20. But there 
the climb ended. 

A fourth-place or better finish was 
necessary to go from the finals to the 
State Championships in. Bakersfield 
tomorrow. Brooks just missed with a 
fifth-place 23-9 jump and Root’s 
175-10 javelin throw was seventh in a 
field of eight, bringing an abrupt end 
to the Panthers’ track season. 

It’s off to Dayton, Ohio for Denise 
Cornell June 4 and 5 for the National 
Women’s Pentathlon Champion- 


jump, long jump, shop put, 100 
meter hurdles and 800 meters, all-of 
which Denise has shown talent in. 


Two-milers disappoint at Fresno 
Tyrone Patterson’s absence from 
the two-mile relay team was, notice- 
able at the West Coast Relays in 
Fresno May 7. Mickey Walker, who 
shines in shorter distances, took over 
and teamed with Darrell Lewis, 
George Torres and Jerry Lowmiller 
for a twelfth place 7:59.0 time. 


Milers take first at State 

The Panther mile relay team of 
Tyrone Patterson, Darrell Lewis, 
Tiny Davis and George Torres turned 
in the sole Hartnell first place, 


ships. The five events are the high . competing against 27 schools in the 


Jazz, jocks — this is basketball? 


rest of the statistics were lost 


It wasn’t exactly basket — 
ball, but there were loads of 
laughs as the Panther Sen— 
tinel -Jazz defeated the 
KDON deejays 49—39 May. 


in a fire. 
who enjoys good basketball 
is suspected. 

It is recalled, however. that 


Arson by anyone 


State Small College Championships 
at Porterville May 6. Their winning 
time was 3:22.4. : 

Torres also took third in the 1500 
meters (4:01.6) while Lewis and he 
finished fourth and fifth in-the 800 
meters (1:53:8 and 1:53.9, respec- 
tively). Davis, Artis August, Albert 
Williams and Mickey Walker passed 
the baton in 42.8 for fifth place in the 
440 relay.’ ; 

Skyline took the -meet with 110 
total points. The Panthers finished 
ninth with 24. ; 
Cornell, Kuchta in State meet 

The State Women’s track and field 
championships are going on today at 
Hartnell and representing the host 
school are Denise Cornell and Kathy 


BASKETBALL -* VOLLEY BALL eWRESTLING * BOXING 


TIEBREAKER 


“FINEST ATHLETIC APPAREL” 


Kuchta. The duo made the cut at the 
Nor Cal Women’s Championships at 
Butte College May 14, competing 
against athletes from 20 colleges 
from all over California. 

Cornell and Kuchta each turned in 
two first place finishes en route to 
qualifying for the state meet. Denise 
took the high jump (1.64 meters) and 
long jump. (5.63. meters) and the 
discus throw (39.97 meters). Cornell 
also took third in the 100 meter 
hurdles (15.4) and fifth in the shot 
put (10.95 meters). : 

Today’s field events at 1 p.m. - 
track at 2._p.m. It combines the top 
four Nor Cal finishers in each event 
with the first four Southern Cal 
Championship finishers: 


449-0977 


OSAGA 


20.in the Hartnell gym. 
‘‘Pistol’’ Pat Williams led 


Pete O’Neal led the DjJ’s 
with 11 points, six pair of 


ADIDAS 


CONVERSE 
TIGER, 
BROOKS . 


KIDPOWER 
TRETORN 


socks pulled down, and 
most time playing hand— 
cuffed to a teammate; ass— 
isted by Johnny Morgan. 


the Jazz-with 10 points, but 
according to sources, the 


Ree Ad 


Albums reviewed in Sentinel. 
Virtually new. Sammy Hagar, 
R.E.O., Foreigner, Peter Gabriel. 
$3.00 each. Doc. VAF 209. 


RACK « FOOTBALL * SOCCER 


< 570 NORTHRIDGE CENTER Next to 
= SALINAS, CALIFORNIA / 93901 Emporium 


LITTLE LEAGUE ¢ POP WARNER « RAQUET BALL * JOGGIN 


@ TIVELIOS * 11V84aSVE * 3109 


\ FOR CENTURIES THEY WERE HUNTED 
FOR BOUNTY, FUN AND FOOD... 


now the best of 
both worlds. . . 
a good 

living 

AND 

a college 

degree 

(at the 

same time)! 


AY OF Tht ANIMA. 


Ask your Air Force representative about our NEW degree 
program available ONLY in the Air Force. The Air Force 
grants an AA degree for combined civilian and military 
credits. And you're eligible for all VA education benefits 
too! The best jobs, the best training, and NOW the best in 
education. Thats the Air Force! 


*Rock Albums 

*8 Track & Cassettes. 
*Posters 

*High time magazines 
*Paraphernalia 


EDWARD |. MONTORO Presents a WILLIAM GIRDLER Film DAYOF THE ANIMALS Starr 
; LESLIE NIELSEN * LYNDA DAY GEORGE * RICHARD JAECKEL » MICHAEL ANSARA [and 
PR Music byLALO SCHIFRIN © Written by WILLIAM NORTON & ELEANOR E. NORTON « Directed by WILLIAM GIRDLER 
Produced by EDWARD. MONTORO © A FILM VENTURES INTERNATIONAL RELEASE 


Filmed in TODD-A0-35 « COLOR BY DELUXE: [EX 


OPENING MAY 25th 


at o theatre or drive-in near you 


Hours: 
Weekdays 10.am - 9 
- Saturday 10 am - 6 


927 N. Main - 757-2180 
Sherwood Gardens 


Bill Curran 
159 Auburn Street 
422-6912. 


Salinas 


Look for this ad in your local newspaper for theatre and time A GREAT WAY OF LIFE 
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Munich — a lot more 
than Lowenbrau 


Editor’s note: Anne-Franz Muenster is visiting 
the United States from her home in Munich, 
Germany. This petite, brown-haired 16-year-old is 
following the footsteps of her father who also 


10 
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SEAT ERT 
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Felderrnhalle—General Hall in Munich 


came from. Germany back’in the1950’s. to 


attend Hartnell. 


Anna arrived in Salinas on April 1 and will 


leave in June to travel around Canada and 
the USA before returning to Germany. She is 
staying with former Hartnell German and 
English teacher Henry Cassady while in 
Salinas. 

In the following article, Anna would like to 
share with the Sentinel reader a little bit 
about her home city, Munich. 


By Anna Muenster . 

What do you know: about Munich? 
Olympics 1972...Oktoberfest...beer...city in 
South Germany, Bavaria. 

That’s about it, isn’t it? 

I'll try to expand your knowledge in this 
direction: 

Imagine as you approach from the North, 
from afar, ‘you can already see the famous 
Frauenkirche (Church of Mary) with_ its 
recognizable onion—shaped towers. In the 
background, you can see the Alps — if you 
are lucky and it is Foehn (a warm wind from 
Italy,which causes headaches to many 
people. | myself -love it, because it also 
causes the celebrated blue—and—white sky 
over Munich.) 


The Alps are used-for skiing, of course in 
the winter, hiking in summer and hunting 
in fall. -Its beautiful lakes are very popular 
recreation areas for the population of 
Munich. f 

The population of Munich is half stubborn, 
sometimes rather rude (they never mean to 
be rude — it’s just the way. they are) 
Bavarians, foreigners and the ‘’Prussians,”’ 
who are‘all enjoying Munich’s many. faced 
cultural life. This includes an opera with a: 
festival in July; famous exhibitions like the 
Nofretete-Echnaton-Exhibition last year; the 
Auerdult, a mixture between a fair and a 
garage-sale and, last but not leaSt; the world 
famous Oktoberfest, which is celebrated 
here too.. ‘ 

Another speciality of Munich is Schwa- 
bing, the oldest part of the city, where the 
University is. Schwabing has its own style 
with French-looking street cafes, small 
boutiques and second-hand shops. 

Besides that there also-is a huge mall 
where one can enjoy shopping around the old 
townhall, watch street artists and listen to 
music. I’m sure you would like this most 
beautiful and unique town — so if you are 
interested in exchange or a visit perhaps 
combined with.a halftime job, contact A.F. 
Muenster, room VAF 209 or call 424-8810. 


Army vet tries to kick habit, gets ‘kicked’ with 120 days 


By Mike Polanco 

An Army veteran attending Hart- 
nell for his’ last semester, was 
sentenced to the Salinas Rehabilita- 
tion Center for four months last 
March 19. 

The defendant became addicted to 
heroin while overseas. After his 
discharge, it was hard for him to 
withdraw. He wanted to join a 
government drug program but unfor- 
tunately he was unable to join it 
immediately because of their strict 
requirements. Of the many require- 
ments, two are very difficult to 
prove. The first is an addiction to 
heroin or some other dangerous drug 


Custom 
photofinishing 


929 S. Main St: 
424-1497 


ATHLETIC 
CLOTHING 


See us for 


—Gym equipment 
— Sweat suits 
— Footballs 
—Volieyballs 
—Soccerballs 
— Baseballs 
— Adidas. 
and Hyde 
Spot-Bilt shoes 
—A complete line 
of hunting and 
fishing supplies 


SHERWOOD 
SPORT SHOP 


N. Main St. 422-1453 
SS 


Leather refers to uppers 


which requires a doctor's letter 
stating he has treated this person for 
drugs. The second requirement is 
medical proof of having tried to kick 
the habit twice. 


These two requirements took him 
so long to complete that it was four 
months before he was -accepted in 
the methadone program. 

A week before his acceptance into 
the program, he: was arrested for 
burglary — a direct result of his 
expensive heroin habit. He was kept 
in the Monterey County Jail for six 
days, which were the most miserable 
of his life because of his need for 
heroin. : 

After being bailed out, he entered 


THAT 


LIBERATED 


the drug program and no longer 
needed to fix anymore. 

Three months later he went to 
court. The public defender and the 
district attorney had talked things 
over and said that, if the defendant 
would plead guilty to possession of 
stolen property, he would be granted 
probation. This was after the defend- 
ant had talked to a probation officer 
who had said 30 days in jail would be 
adequate for the defendant's crime. 

At the appointed hour of* the 
infamous trial, the defendant hoped 
for straight probation. But, when the 
thought of 30 days came to mind, he 
would console himself by saying 
“Well, it’s only 30 days.’’ Therefore 
he was astounded when he heard the 


Rusty & White 


Mr. Art's Charge 


315 Main St. 


, 


BonkAmericard 


Master Charge 


FAMILY SHOES 


330 MAIN ST. 


Open daily 9:00 to 6:0) 
Fridays 9:00 to 3:00" 


cool — a Sunsuit 
! by Young Eduardian 
é >> % Available in the 


petrifying words hammering in his 
ear ‘120 days.’’ 

He was then taken to jail im- 
mediately with no time even to move 
his car out of a 2-hour parking lot. 
Later, one of the work furlough 
officers brought his car to the 
Rehabilitation Center. Along. with 
the car came a Ittle gift-a parking 
ticket. 

The defendant still attends Hart- 


«nell, but he has to ridehis 10-speed 


bike because he can’t get insurance 
coverage while he’s in jail. 

But that’s not bad, because he 
went to court and got the judge to 
give him more time for his studies. 
The judge gave him from 8 a.m. to 5 
p.m. to do his work at school. 


By Leslie Binsacca 
News Editor 

She has seen thousands of students pass 
through her doors in the last 36 years; and 
although students will return this fall ‘Miss 
Hartnell’’ will not. 

June Handley taught here for 36 years and 
now she says it’s time to retire. Her last day 
at Hartnell will be June 10. 


> 


Miss June Handley, retiring. 
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By ‘‘Doc’’ Moseley 


PETER GABRIEL- “Peter Gabriel’ (Atco 
SD 36-147) 

After a month or so of listening to Tawn 
Mastrey of KSJO rave about this gentleman, 
| decided to find out exactly who he is. Okay, 
Peter Gabriel is the former lead vocalist of 
Genesis. Period. Not being too familiar with 
Genesis (‘The Lamb Lies Down On 
Broadway’’), | wanted to know more. 

Peter Gabriel obviously believes that 
variety is the spice of life, incorporating 
nine musicians and sixteen different instru- 
ments, no two tunes are quite the same and 
there‘s something for everyone. Side one, 
for example: You go from rather freaky 
(“‘Moribund the Burgermeister’’) to an 
exquisitely bouncy fable (‘‘Solsbury Hill, *’ 
the KSJO biggie) to straight rock (‘‘Modern 
Love’’), to something | swear I’ve heard on 
the Doctor Demento Show, complete with 
barbershop quartet, called “Excuse Me,’’ 
and finally laying back with “‘Humdrum.”” : 

Flip it over and get into seven and a half 
minutes of smashing blues/psuedo-blues 
with ‘Waiting For The Big One,’’ and a 
marvelous tune called .‘‘Down The Dolce 
Vita,’ backed by the London (Ontario) 
Symphony Orchestra. It sounds for all the 
world like Procol Harum: with the Edmonton 
S.O. but the vocals are better. 

The amazing part is that Gabriel wrote 
them all, Didn’t anyone ever teli him you‘re 
supposed to finda style and stick with it? 

Or could no definite style be the best 
style? 

Could be! 


36 years close for 


Over 300 friends, family and students will 
join in celebrating her retirement tomorrow 
night at the Elk’s Club. 

Since beginning at Hartnell in 1941, Miss 


Handley has served in a variety of capacities 


including Dean of Students, P_E. instructor, 
counselor and during World War Il, she even 
taught an auto mechanics class. 

School spirit is important to her. One of 
the most memorable events came in 1952, 
“The most exciting time for Hartnell spirit, ’’ 
when Hartnell went to the J unior Rosebowl. 


“Downtown stores were closed and half of 
Salinas showed up in Pasadena. It was 
exciting, a lot of fun.’’ 5 


In her years at Hartnell, Miss Handley has 
seen Hartnell come from a student body of 
800 to 7,000. Gone are the etiquette, 
parachute and roller skating classes, but the 
most dramatic change to her is the lack of 
student spirit ‘“Not just in student govern- 
ment, but in all the student activities. | see 
the same lack of interest, outside their own 
department, with many of the faculty 
members.’’ 

She would like to see ‘‘a program 
established that would reinstate student 
government and activities so that students 
on campus would be enthusiastic and want to: 
participate. Students complain about the cost 
of books and the prices in the bookstore, but 
they don’t care enough to run for an ASHC 
office and generate changes.’ : 

Handley misses the old activities of the 


ASHC like the formal dances at the Rio Del _ 


Mar and the Outrigger. She also misses the 
opening student body sessions at the 
beginning of each year when all the students 
-would gather in the gym and be addressed 
- by the College President, key Deans and 
students. ‘‘Students immediately felt they 
were apart of the college.. their participation 
was needed.’’ : 
One of Miss Handley’s most embarrassing 
moments goes back to when John Lemos was 
the college president. 


wre SEE Si 


‘Miss Hartnell’ 


“Iwas Dean of Women and | was in the 
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Outer office griping ‘about something, | 
turned around and there he was.” 

He took it fairly calmly saying, ‘‘June, 
didn’t your mother tell you there would be 
days like this2’’ : 

One of her greatest moments at Hartnell 
was also because of President Lemos. At 
7:30 the night of commencement, President 
Lemos called her and said he would be 
unable to attend and instructed her to 
perform the duties of the president. 

“| didn’t have enough time to get nervous. 
| don’t expect I’ll ever be president of a 
college again.’’ 

Names of current faculty members like 
Andre, Bragdon and Teresa are familiar to 
her, she remembers them as_ students. 
Several Board members are also former 
students. 

“4 confess very readily that | shall miss the 
students.’” Many students have remainéd in. 
Miss Handley’s memory. 

“In my 1942 yearbook, there was a 
greeting that said ‘Dearest June, It’s too bad 
you're a teacher. Love Dexter: Actually, | 
was about two years older than he.’’ 

In the 1960’s, Dale Handley, a cousin and 
student of Miss Handley’s, was living in the 
dorm when some of the students decided. to 
grease the Monterey Peninsula College’s 
flag pole during the night. Before school the 
next morning, she received a phone call 
informing her of the mischief and that the 
damage amounted to $123. 

“By 4 p.m., | had the guilty parties. The 
offenders divided up the cost but to add 
insult to injury, Dale and everyone else got 
poison oak from the plants on the MPC 
campus.’ : oi 

Although Miss Handley will miss the 
students, she’s ‘‘happy to be:retiring and 
very proud. to have been associated with 
Hartnell College.’’ : 

There is one thing Miss Handley makes 
very clear that she will not miss, ‘‘when | 
move out on June 10, they can convert my 
office back to- the broom closet it was 
designed to be!’’ 


"The gutted remains are all that is left of the last surviving original Hartnell 


besides the Reprographics Center, Tutorial Center and ‘Auxiliary Gym. The _- = 
$3.7 million Classroom Administration Counseling Building has taken over Photo by Bruce Head 
the old girl's tasks. Well, it’s goodbye to the past, hello modern campus. 


FOIE EI HOR De Ty 


Now Se 
Summer registration nowopen — . : 

Summer registration for continuing day 
and evening students as well as new 
students is now open through June 16. 
Classes begin J une 20. 
Students show art works 

jewelry, weaving, sculpture, ceramics, 
paintings, photography, and graphics creat- 
ed by Hartnell students are being displayed 
during the Student Art Show continuing 
through June 3 in the Visual Arts Gallery. 
Theatre season tickets on sale 

Season tickets for the Hartnell Summer 

epertory Theatre program are on sale. now 

the Community Services Box Office. ‘The 
Glass Menagerie,’’ starts June 15, followed 
by ‘‘Oklahoma,’’ July 6, ‘‘A Flea In Her 
Ear’’ July 15 and ‘’Archy and Mehitabel’’ on 
July 27. Season tickets afe $7 for adults and 
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_ In Town 


_ Steak Dinners 
Beverages 
Soups 


Hamburgers 
Hot Sandwiches 


1142 S. Main St. 


wi mo $5 for students. 
we will have it ready.... Aol ~ 
ies QV aRs May 27 
~~ lil Silver Screen shows ‘‘Stagecoach’’ 


The 1939 film ““Stagecoach’’ starring John 
Wayne will be screened at 3:30 p.m. on May 
27 in the Performing Arts Center 146. 
Admission is 75 cents for adults and 50 cents 


Gian 
Italian P I he) 
Sandwiches _ sherwood Gardens 


Tk 


er ee for students. 
( Announcing May 29 
Free piano recital 


NS N° THINGS : 


Natural Foods in Bulk 
 Granolas Honey 
» Juices “Dairy Products 


A free piano recital featuring Lynwood 
Bronson will be held at 2 p.m. on May 29 in 
the Performing Arts Center.125. 

May 31 
Memorial Day holiday : 

Memorial Day. is Monday, May 30. There 

will be no classes held. 


1 GRAI 


i Bran 
I /Flour . 


B/N ts/Herbs & Spices “Bakery Goodies: 


“And much more i 


422-4906 J une 1 
Sherwood Gardens Across from Rodeo Grounds i 
es te Planetarium to show 


present 
A show called ‘’The Unearthly Visitors’’ 
will be presented at 8 p.m. June 2 and 3 in 
\ the planetarium. There is no charge. 


Main . 


YOUR WAY 


' 1.12 mudnight *F-Sat 10: 30-1 a.m 
‘sun Vian 12 midnight 


Home of the Whopper 


422-2223 cellar 
ar 
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‘|| Male and female sterilization workshop 

‘(Male and Female Sterilization — Making 
Pog An informed Choice’’ will be the subject of a 

workshop to be presented at 2 p.m. June 4 at 

_ the Salinas Community Center. 

A fee of $6 will be charged. For further 

information call Vicki Brown, 758-9861. 


1209 S. Main St. 
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HES - CORN DOGS - 
This coupon good only 
through June 10 


Hartnell will offer for the first time 
a two-year program in animal health 
‘technology, beginning in the Fall 


A flour tortilla with 
semester 1977. 


Pinto beans, Fresh 
ground beef, Secret 
sauce, Sour cream, 
Shredded lettuce, Cheese 
and Olives. 


Applicants must be legal residents 
of California in the Monterey Penin- 
sula, Cabrillo and Gavilan Commun-, 
ity College districts. They must have 
completed high school algebra, 

. biology and chemistry or equivalents 
to those courses with a grade of ‘’C’’ 
or better. ; 


Pint SANDWIC SALABS "Cy 


The program is designed: for 
students who wish to prepare for a 


Russian students at Hartnell will 
be glad to’know that the library has, ~ 
been given a set of Great Soviet 
Encyclopedias.courtesy of KDON. = 
: Pi Ys oui 
“There’s not alot of demand for 
these. books,’/.says.librarian. Marylin 
Maher. ‘‘The Naval. Postgraduate 


Coupon good only at 
90! South Main, Salinas 


Limit one coupon per custonnes 


49 .savivs - $D0G'NHOD - 


CROCKER 's 


~COUPON> Via 


: - Russian books donated 


¥ 


 jJuneS 
Conservatory to present concert 

The Hartnell boys choir and orchestra will 
present a-concert at 2 p.m. on June 5 in the 
Performing Arts Theatre. There will be no 
charge. 
june 10 


Graduation date set 

Hartnell’s. commencement exercises will 
take place at 8 p.m; on June 10 in the main 
gym. The graduation is open to the public. 


June 11 


End of the year dance scheduled 

The ASHC will sponsor a dance from 9 
p.m. to 1 a.m. on June 11 in the little gym. 
““Whitefire’’ will provide the music and 
— are $2 in advance and $2.50 at the 
Summer recreation programs planned 

Hartnell will offer a variety of community- 
oriented recreation programs this summer as 
part of its community service efforts. 
Recreational swimming begins June 11, 
tennis classes for ages 12-15 starts June 20, 
and community track starts June 30. Contact 
Bob Kelley in the P.E. department for more 
information. 


June 12 
Hart bid» had set 
Nursing students will receive their ‘’H’’ 
pins (the ‘’H’’ representing Hartnell). in 
honor of the completion of their first year of 
training at 2 p.m. on June 12 in the 
Performing Arts Theatre. The ceremony is 
open to the public and a reception will follow. 
placement test dates set 
Hartnell College English placement tests 
‘ will be given for all students planning to 
taken an English class at Hartnell in the fall 
and who have had no previous College 
English experience. The tests will be given 
at 9 a.m., 3 p.m. and 6 p.m.-on June 13 and 
Aug. 10.and 11 in M1. 
June 16 
Law enforcement education program _ 

Any Law Enforcement Education Program 
student interested in applying for summer 
L:E.E.P. funds should submit their applica- 
tions before June 16. Contact Student 
Services for more information. 


“Animal health’’ offered for fall sidents 


veterinary career working under the 
supervision of licensed veterinar- 
ians. 

Enrollment will be relatively un- 
limited among residents of the four 
college’s districts. The complete 
program. begins with the second 
semester and enrollment will be 
limited to 18 students. 

Admissions will be based-on grade 
point, in science related courses, 
SAT test scores, previous experience 
in animal health or related fields and 
counseling screening interviews. 

-All'applications must be turned in 
by 5 p.m. on Aug. 12 to the 
admissions office. ‘ 


peo and at are the only ones 

oT encyclopedias cost $1,980, 
anid according to Mrs. Maher, ‘‘A 
realvalue.{ 

‘It's interesting to get the Soviet 
‘viewpoint on such things as the Civil 
War, WWII, and soon.”’ 
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Poetry is a vanished art 
left only to the dull 
And those kind few who hold the view 
That sanity depends upon it. 
| call this last group We. 
For even blinded, | believe, 
My good friend surely could not go 
Beyond my call, 
Beyond my reach, 
It hangs, invisible, but present. 
— By Amanda Borelli 
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The Innocent 


There’s a small brown beetle caught in my web, 
I'll wrap him up tightly to have beforebed ~ 


He’Il never know the pleasure he’ll give me, 
—<~< : I'll put him to sleep so quietly and swiftly. 


He struggled a bit, but | always win out, 
I’m stronger and smarter than any other about. 


It’s not my fault if he climbed the wrong tree, 
I’m just doing what must be right for me. 


My web is a beauty, my life ordered and clean, 
- Oh, you should thank me, for the weak | glean. 


Christina Mize 


Evaonne Miller 


Photo by Sue Pappalardo 


Shy Lady Ways 

You came along so swiftly 

into my ordinary bound days. 
Bringing me your Far Eastern beauty 

wrapped in shy lady ways. 
And then the shyness was overcome - 

with a few moments spent together. . 
But time now for us.is ending, 

as we move apart as wind-drifted feathers. 
Wonder if we will meet again 

and renew our caring in another day? 
Perhaps, perhaps not 

no one can for certain say! 
But I’ll remember your Far Eastern Beauty 

Wrapped in all those shy lady ways. 


Curtis Wilson 


Wark 


The literary/art supplement is 
published, financed and produced 
as a supplement by Hartnell 

's newspaper, the Panther 
Sentinel, in Salinas, Calif. 

All rights are reserved. No part 
of this publication may be 
reproduced in any form or by any 
means without the permission of 
the Panther Sentinel, or of the 


supplement 
was selected on the basis of its 
quality. : 
The Sentinel wishes to thank 
the students, staff and faculty who 
contributed to the supplement. 


Matilde pace around that grim little house, muttering to 
herself, ‘‘What am I going to do with the rest of my life? Is 
this it?’’ 

A thin gossamer veil of the past draped Matilde’s 
thoughts. ‘‘As a child I dreamt of being a frail invalid. I 
would quickly dash off inspiring love sonnets to a 
handsome lover who knelt at my feet, swearing that his 
love was undying.” 

“A kindly old servant would silently interrupt, bringing 
afternoon tea in brightly polished silver. He would 
announce that a few dear close friends wished to visit, but 
that I should not tire myself.” 

“The sitting room would be done in dark hunter green 
and gold tapestries and heavy papered walls. The 
furniture would be dark and ornate Jacobean walnut and 
would be placed tastefully giving balance and grace to the 


I, Matilde Agatha, would be dressed in flowing lace 
on velvet, anxiously. but weakly lying back on my cream 
brocade sofa awaiting my guests.” 

“They would come in and tell me of all the latest gossip 


in the city, and with veiled eyes comment on how well | 
looked and how soon I would ride in a coach to attend the 
grandest cotillion of the year. I-would be dressed in the 
finest fashions of the day. Naturally, footmen would attend 
to my every need. They would be attired in the brightest, 
gayest of liveries.”’ : 

**Yes; yés, I should like that,” 1 would exclaim. “‘I shall 
dance and laught ‘til the very wee hours of the morning. ey 

“‘T would-start to cough, a ong tubercular cough, and 
the visitors. would.make their apo sy and quietly step 
out of the room to leave me, Matilde Agatha, alone to write 


“poems of pain, anguish and death.”’ 


Matilde stood in the middle of her cluttered grimy 

kitchen, her chin resting on a broom. Her reverie was 
suddenly broken as the handle slipped. 
- Instead of the genteel life of her dreams, Matilde was 
brought by her husband of two years, Lowell Johnson, to 
this dismal dark shack that had bunked wranglers and 
cowhands, one hundred years before. 

The ceiling was patched where stove pipes used to rise 
to the roof and fill the air with smells of oak and cedar. 
Dust drifted freely from the cracks, and left a dirty film on 
everything that wasn’t covered. There was a cross-ventila- 
tion when the wind would arise from the north or south, 
even with the doors and windows shut tightly. 

Matilde looked around at the rat droppings that were 
deposited last night and the manure that had flaked off 
Lowell’s $70 boots. f 

“If I have to tell God, when I die, that I’ve lived in this 
rotten ugly place and swept manure and killed rats during 
my time on earth and that’s all I’ve ever accomplished, I 
think that I’d just as soon slip silently into Hades. It 
couldn’t be much worse than this.”” 

A good little wife, by Lowell’s standards, was supposed 
to clean the house, bake the bread and be ready to satisfy 
any of his needs (of course that was after all the other daily 
chores were finsihed). Any womanly desire beyond that 
was wanton, unlike the image of his dear mother’s, whose 
hands were coarse and rough. Mother Johnson’s eyes 
reflected a peace known only to those who didn’t question 
but accepted resignedly life as a cross to bear, to be 
endured to its fullest. Deviation from this philosophy, in 
Lowell’s estimation, was to be stifled anytime it surfaced 
its ugly head. : 

“‘Damn it! 1 am a person, a human being. Who does that 
jerk Low think he is, anyway? Telling me all the time that 
women aren’t very bright and their only purpose in life is 
to serve the needs of their men. He really thinks he’s 
funny, putting me on the same level as the cattle he so 
deftly manuevers everyday.” 

Lowell always tells me in that strident taunting voice, 
‘Remember, God made man first and then took one of 


man’s ribs to make wo-man and she’s been going downhill 
ever since.’ Remarks like that always made him throw his 
head back, grab his stomach and tears would roll down his 
face and everyone in close proximity would be expected to 
laugh at his ability to turn a phrase. Atilla the Hun was a 
pussy-cat in his attitude toward women, compared to 
Lowell. He would have been first in line to accept the rape, 
pillage and women are just chattel award. . 

‘*Why do I stay here,’’ thought Matilde, trying to 
analyze her predicament. ‘‘Low’s a good man, intelligent, 
good looking. He doesn’t drink heavily or chase women. In 
fact, I sometimes wonder if he had a choice between a 
woman and a cow, if he would choose the latter.” 


“‘He loves me. He just can’t bring himself to ruin that 
heroic image of that silent strong western cowboy that 
never gets too close to his woman because she will be his 
downfall. Yes, and she just might get a glimpse of his 
weaknesses.”” ; 

*‘Flove him, but he’s not giving me what I need to grow. 
My mind is being strangled by the weeds of sterility. I 
could have a frontal lobotomy and no one would know the 
difference.”” 

Lowell drove up to the house and ambled into the 
kitchen just then and Matilde’s train of thought was 
broken. She started busying herself with making supper. 

Lowell pulled a chair and sat heavily on it.’ ‘‘That 
= snaking old cow just about killed me today, 

“‘What is it, honey? You know that old bitch chased me 
up a tree. If it wasn’t for her calf bawlin’, I'd still be up 
there.”’ 

“Do you really love me?”’ 

“‘Course Ido, hon. You know that. I wouldn’t be here if I 
ok What’s the matter, the walls getting a little too 
close?” : 

“Is this it? Is this were we’re going to spend forever? 
My brain is beginning to feel like silly-putty. I don’t have 
anyone to talk to, we’re an hour from town, the telephone 
doesn’t work half the time and the television doesn’t work 

[Please turn to p.4] 


[Cont. from p.3] 
anytime. You fall asleep right after dinner. It’s a grand 
occasion when you can stay awake long enought to make 
love. My God, I’m stagnating in this dump.”’ 

‘*Now don’t go and get your feathers ruffled. You’ve got 
a roof over your head, food on the table and a sweet man 
that loves you. What more can you ask for?’’ 

Tilde knew that the conversation had ended. 

The predicatable Low fell asleep after he had piled 
potatoes and steak into his slim muscular body. 

Matilde washed up the dishes and reached for her faded 
jacket. She walked out into the breathless night. As far as 
she could see, there was no other human being. The stars’ 
winked at her and she knew what they were tittering 
about. There was a hint of gold in the sky left from the 
warm sun of that afternoon. ’ 

A faint breeze filtered into the valley and blew tawny 
hair away from a face that revealed glistening tears 
dropping silently on the ground. K 

In the distance the deep resonant moan of a bull calling 
for his lady fair resounded into struggling thoughts. 
Whinnies, bleats and cacklings all blended into the 


the 
things I don’t have that 
ironic that you'd give 


the door on my face. I know I should be grateful for 


things I have, and I am. It’s the 
I’m really angry about. It’s kind 


Gk bE Rabe 


me a half-way decent mind and then cast me off into 
never-never land to remain:a mental midget forever. 

‘‘Well, you’re not going to get me. Something is going 
to happen, I know it is. It’s got to, it’s just got to.”’ 

Tilde fell to the ground, beating her fists into the damp 

m grass. Her agony erasing the pain of the hidden 

pebbles cutting into her flesh. Exhausted, she walked back 
to the little house and as she came to the sagging door she 
could hear the snoring of a satisfied, man. 


He was born in a whorehouse just outside of Elko, 
Nevada. His mother had been pretty at seventeen, but as 
the years. passes, her taunt skin became puffy and her 
round little face had become pallid and fleshy. 

As a little boy he realized that she was trying to 
suffocate some terrible pain that could only be tolerated 


. under the hazy nether-world of straight gin and heroin. 


Temple thought that he was the cause of that deep grief. 
. He never found out what it really was, He had no way of 


peaceful 
Matilde, grimly shelved her frustrations and abided by _ knowing that when his mother would beat him until an arm 
all the accepted housewifely rules. She milked the cows, | or a rib was broken or his face would be masses of purple 
fed orphaned calves, cleaned the house, cooked the meals, . pain, that she was trying to hurt all those faceless men that 


‘made love on those rare evenings with her single ‘had stripped her of any resemblance to a living femal 


dimensioned husband. Deeper and deeper went her human organism. He was a reflection of her hopeless self, 
depression until it became a self-loathing. She was like a . a part of her. She couldn’t bear, day after day, looking at 
sleepwalker in a timeless limbo. her own degraded ravagedimage. 

The months, one like another, passed. Lowell, being She died one night after pleasuring six men. The 
true to form, rarely took her anywhere. Wheii‘he did, it coroner said it was an accidental overdose, but Temple 
was always to a roundup and a branding.that would end knew. She had taken a final glimpse down that 
with a bar-b-que. Tilde always drank too much, laughed kaleidoscope at the writhing agony of her soul and had 
too much and talked too much. She knew the next time taken each piece of sharded glass and bartered them for a 
would not come soon. shroud of peace. 

r cialis Sects PP sadly wien Sheng had lived with eee 
i it foster parents. were kind, the others 

Temple Smith knew he had to get out of the area and care less about who ot what Temple really was. They just 
find an obscure place tohide. . . went to the post office each month and collected the 

It seemed like all of his life he had been running and stipend that spoke of Temple’s worth." 

. He'd been arrested several times for.petty crimes and 
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sent to a juvenile home. After some testing and group 

sessions the psychologists became concerned about his 

attitude toward women. But, having such heavy 

workloads, they mifimized their diagnosis and jotted- 
down, in barely legible script, that he should keep in close 

contact with the doctors his release. © 

At eighteen, Temple -had beaten and raped his first 
woman. Fear of family rejection and criticism kept the 
woman from ig the abuse to the police. 

Temple didn’t know why he did it. He was immersed in 
his guilt for awhile, but that soon receded. He was a 
handsome young man with piercing blue eyes and dark 
curly hair that ringed a face that could have performed 
christenings and confessions. 

By the time he was twenty-five, he couldn’t count the 
women he had physically and sexually abused. By then it 
didn’t matter. 

He floated from job to job like an endless crap game, 
only responsible for himself and trying to satiate his 
overwhelming anger. . 

He finally was arrested because a woman ‘stood her 
ground and wouldn’t be intimidated by lawyers that 
inferred that her past life had been less than pure. It was 
painful for the woman ‘to recount the vile event while 
Temple gazed at a small spider that was crawling up the 
wall just. above her headHe could barely remember the 
incident. Now that he saw this pathetic sixty-year-old 
woman in the daylight he. wondered why he’d chosen her 
and resolved to pick out a better looking one next time. But 
when the anger consumed him, he lost all sense of what 
was real. He was only aware of the need to quench his all 
consuming fire. ‘‘At least,’’ he thought dreamily, ‘‘I don’t 
discriminate.’’ 

Temple was sentenced to five years in the ‘state 
penitentiary. The last six months were to be spent at the 
state work farm. . ; ; 

‘*Don’t hit me, don’t hit me ever again. I hate you. I’m 
. going to.hurt you like you’ve always hurt.me. I’m going to 
kill you.’’ Temple woke up, His cot and clothing were 
saturated in his own rivulets of odorous sweat. 


, 

He was in the work camp compound. Security was 
relaxed because most of the men that were interned there 
didn’t want to leave. They were mostly vagrants and minor 
offenders and the good food and fresh air were preferable 
to freedom. Ne one had ever tried to . In fact when 
one of the prisoners was released, his friends took a poll 
and bet cigarettes on how soon he would be able-to be 
arrested and brought back. The camp was isolated and 


four-wheel drive vehicles were used to travel up the 


treacherous winding roads. 

“Pye got to get out of here.’’ Temple had been working 
on a plan to escape from the first day he,was brought into 
the camp. He had been sneaking small portions of dty 
meat and bread and concealing them under his shirt. He 
placed them behind the stumps of the trees that they felled 
each day. : 

It took about three weeks of careful planning to attempt 
the escape. . : 

“Guard, guard, I have to take a leak.’’ The guard 
dutifully unlocked the cabin door and walked Temple to 
the small sagging structure that seryed as a facility. 
Temple shut the door to the primitive latrine and. waited 
for that moment when, unaware, the guard would be 
waiting forhimtofinish.  . ae 

The squatted. down against a scrub- oak and 
smoked a cigarette. The guard it of the time when 
he would be home with his family, sitting in ftont of a warm 
fire, sipping on a bourbon and water wondering why he 
had ever decided to be a guard at a prison camp. “‘Oh well, 
it could be worse,’’ he murmured to himself. 

Temple silently opened the door and as swiftly as a 


“T’ve made it. They think I’m going to die out here or 
get so hungry that I’ll put my tail between my legs and 
come crawling back to camp. Not this time, Temple 
Smith’s going to make it. Temple Smith’s going to be 


free.”” 
= The incident 
‘Low, do you really have to make this two week trip to 
vehicle.’’ 

‘Joshua said he would come down during the middle of 
the week and see if you need anything.”’ 

‘What if I break my leg or something? You know the 
telephone is erratic. What if ---?’’ 

“‘Now my sweet little darlin’, nothing’s going to happen 
to you. You’re a'tough old girl. Just be mindful of old 304 if 
you go near that pasture. She’s that crazy old cow, but 
other than that you’re as safe as a baby in a cradle. 
Remember to do all your chores and I'll be comin’ back to 
my little sweetheart as soon as I can.”’ 

Tilde turned her head ever so slightly when Low 
implanted his good-by kiss on her cheek. Low was 
oblivious to the subtle move. : 

‘Well, here I am, all alone, naturally. Hey that’s the 
name of a song. I’m pretty witty only there’s no one to hear 
my sophisticated remarks. Yuk, yuk.”” : 

That evening after all her chores were done, Tilde 
jumped into a leisurely bubbly steaming tub and soaked 
and daydreamed until she was aware that the water was 
cooling. She grabbed for a towel and stepped out onto cold 
cracked red and grey linoleum. She rubbed her skin briskly 
until it was- pink and then walked over to an ancient 
full-length mirror. ‘‘Not bad, Tilde ol’ girl. You are getting 
better, but who cares.”’ 

Et pig the color of dry grass in July, sparkled 


mischief. : 

“You'll make the big time with that body, Tilde. The 
winner for this year’s award for best writer, director, 
actress, prop and stunt woman is --- Gosh, I’m so excited -- 
it’s Tilde Johnson.”’ : : 

““Thank you dahlings. I must thank all the little people, 
especially my husband. If it hadn’t been for his faith and 
encouragement, I would never be here.’’ A deep hearty 
laugh pushed it’s way out of that thin lithe body and she 
twirled around. : 

“*My name is Temple Smith.’’ ‘ 

‘‘What -in the hell are you doing in my house?”’ Tilde 


* ran to get her robe. 


“I need a place to hide for a few days.’’ 
‘What from? What for? I can’t believe this.”” ‘ 
‘*Your husband left to go somewhere. Will he be back 
soon?’ . 

‘*Ah, yes. Tonight late.”” 

“Come on lady, he had a big suitcase with him. Let’s 
‘have the truth.”’ 

“You were watching, Temple, is that your name?”’ 

‘*Yes ma'am. What’s yours?’’ 

‘‘Matilde Johson.” ~ 

‘Matilde, you’re a lovely woman. In fact it’s been a long 
time since I’ve seen such a pretty woman.”’ 

*‘Ma’am, I’m running from the police. I escaped from 
that work camp that’s about thirty-five miles above here. 
Now, I don’t want to hurt you. I just want to rest here for a 
little while, eat a few good meals and then I'll be on my 
way. : 

Tilde instinctively knew that Temple was dangerous 
even though his manner was quiet, calm and even polite. 

‘*What's that noise?”’ jumped Temple. 

“I don’t hear anything.”’ : 

“‘Can’t you hear them. They’re here again. See them on 
the walls, the ceiling, they’re laughing at me.” 

“‘Temple, what do you see.’’ 

‘Women. Just the heads of women. See them. They just 
laugh and laugh — they won’t stop. You feel like laughing 


striking rattler, curved his arm around'the guard’s neck -. at me too, don’t you?”’ 


and flexed with all his strength until there was no breath or 
movement from the limp body. . ‘ 

He threw the guard into the latrine and thought to 
himself, ‘‘That was easy, I’ve got it made.”’ 

He had etched in his mind where all his caches of food 
were as he soundlessly stepped into the yawning blackness 
of the night. 

To his surprise, the next morning, there.were no sounds 
other than his own breathing. ~ 


No, Temple, I’m not laughing at you. I'd like to help 
you. ‘ 
“*You’re just like all the rest, only you’ll never hurt me. 
Never. Never. Never.”’ : 

As he screamed this lament, he grabbed Matilde and 
hurled her into a corner. She threw up her hand to protect 
her face from the oncomjng blow. 

In her mind she thought, ‘‘Oh God, I’m going to die.” 
All she could see was the clenched fist attached to the 
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muscular forearm swinging back and then thrusting 
forward. She heard the crack of her head against the wall 
and the sound of her skin splitting when the bone of a 
knuckle hit against the bone of her skull. The blows kept 
coming, but suddenly there was no pain and she could see 
herself from some twilight vantage point. 

“I’m not going to die, damn it, I’m not going to die,’’ 
was her silent primal cry. 

Her body suddenly relaxed. She was acutely conscious. 

“Temple, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry that you’ve been hurt 
so badly.”’ 

The blows slowed down to an exhausted pulsating 
rhythm and with spent rage, stopped. 

Temple stood up and walked, dreamlike, into another 
room. He sat down on the decrepit worn sofa and rubbed 
his hands, smearing the blood so that, his hands took on a 
hideous red hue. 

Even though his body was visible to Tilde, he was in 
another place and time. His pain was so intense that it _ 
seemed his own blood effused from each pore. Tilde’s 
wounds would heal in time. Temple’s anguish would never 
form a crust. His torture was a cancer of multiplying 
suffering. poe 

“I won’t look at myself,”’ thought Tilde. ‘If I do I won’t 
be able to hold up. O.K. God, I’m breaking down that 
door. You’d better open up and help me.” s 

“*Matilde, did I do that to you?’’ 

“Yes, Temple, but it’s all right. I'll be fine in a few 
days.”’ 

"But your beautiful face. What kind of animal would do _ 
this? Do you know what they'd do if I was a dog? They’d 
put me out of my misery.” 

“Temple, can we talk about it?’’ 

Matilde turned and walked through the doorway to the 
kitchen. She automatically turned on the gas flame under 
the coffee pot. She then went to the refrigerator and got 
out a tray of ice. She put several cubes into a towel that 
was on the draining board. She then ran water and 
carefully cleansed her face. She applied the ice to the cut 
on her forehead that was just beginning to clot and the 
trickle of blood oozed down her:cheek and spattered on the 
sink. 

“‘It’s strange,’’ she thought, ‘‘I’m so peaceful inside.’’ 

They spent the rest of the night talking. Temple telling. 
Matilde offering compassion, love and herself. 

He told of the brutal beatings and of loving his mother in 
a twisted childlike way. He talked about men performing 
homosexual acts on him with his mother watching and 
laughing. He spoke of the time she invited him to bed with 
her and another man. f 

He understood that it was the drugs and the booze and 
the hopelessness that forced her to heap degradation upon 
degradation on her son. He knew if he could have begun in 
another place he could have been practicing law or 
medicine. Instead, he struck out at all womankind in anger 
and frustration. 

The horror flowed and flowed from the very depths of 
his anguish, it ebbed, and as when the last small wave hits 
the beach, itreceded. He slipped into an exhausted sleep. 

The first rays of light appeared behind the mountain 
peak. Matilde, somewhere from a consciousness she was 
never aware she possessed, knew that this was an end; a 
beginning. . 

She walked out into a breaking dawn and stood on that 
creaking porch. Her eyes met the face of Creation. Her 
senses were honed to such a fine edge that it seemed she 
could hear the voices of old wranglers and cowboys that 
used to sit on these same splintered boards and tell of 
brave deeds and enormous courage. 

She leaped down the steps and ran into the dewy field. 
She raised her arms to welcome the golds and rusts into 
the fullness of her essence. She rolled onto the velvet-like 
grass and joyously laughed as earth and wild oats and 
animal scents intermingled with her own. It was as if she 
was taking that first gasping breath of an infant. after the 
thrusting struggle of birth. : 

‘7 know the answer. God, now I know the answer. I am. 
It’s me. I am unique. There is no other like me. I'am the 
one perfect piece of the Master Puzzle. 1 am.”’ 


Laurie Lafferty 


Haiku is a. Japanese form. of poetry 
originating in the 14th Century that consists ( 
of 17 syllables arranged in lines of five, an 
seven, and five syllables. 

Haiku was elevated to a serious poetry 
form by Matsuo Basho (1644-1694) whose 
poetry was characterized by easily under- 


Cold, whistling wind 
Forcing entry tomy home 


Chilling to the bone. rain clouds lightly dance 
Lynne Penrose on the edge of the dry sky 
sweet rain gently falls. 
Curtis Wilson 


The lonely oak tree 
stands silhouetted by the 


retiring sun. Tina Pisetti 
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stood images and a profound understanding 


of nature and life. 
This poetry form employs renso, or 


association of ideas, by referring to seasons. 

and various manifestations of nature. In 
recent centuries it has included portrayals of 
human misery, absurdity and envoking 
compassion for human weakness. | 


The flower soft and supple 


ae The atihoke grows 
3 S aN mig layers of petals with thorns. 
Lorraine Pedrazolli surrounding its heart. 


Nicki Bunse 


Filtered sunlight sifts 
through tall redwood trees to the 
minute ferns below. 

Mike Zweifel 
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Melon 
under 

the 
willow 


Shelly loved her beautiful weeping willow tree. Her tree 
probably was no different than any other willow, unless it 
had a bit more than its share of beauty. But-also, it had 
held those people she loved most under its boughs and had 
touched their faces as it had touched her when she had 
played beneath it. 

There had been the hot summer Sunday afternoon her 
grandparents had come over for watermelon. The 
handmade chairs had been pulled over into the shade of 
the willow to escape the heat of the white sun,, even if it 
meant getting in among the green hanging limbs. 

Her grandpa had sat in his usual cross-legged position. 
He was tall and thin in stature so that when he crossed his 
legs, his calves would touch together and his foot would 
come closely alongside his ankle. : 

Grandma would sit in the low lawn chair trying to keep 
her plump knees covered with her skirt, which for all her 
tugging wasn’t getting any longer. 

Her mother and father in their crisp, but quickly wilting, 
sport clothes sat in the red-stained wood loveseat. 

All were mechanically fanning themselves with a napkin 
or paper plate. This forced the hot, heavy air even faster 
into their faces, but they instinctively fanned anyway. 

Shelly, her older brother, Jerry, and younger sister, 
Micki fought over the two swings on the docile swing set. 

Laying on the portable table in the midst of the gathered 
chairs was the center of it all, the watermelon. 

Mother had chosen the gargantuan bright green- 
stripped melon. She handed -the large wooden-handled 
knife to Grandpa, who was already getting out of his chair 
to begin the ceremonial cutting. 

Cutting a watermelon in Shelly’s family was as big an 
event as the turkey carving on Thanksgiving. Grandpa was 
very particular about his watermelon, as was the rest of 
the family. But Grandpa was especially choosy. If the 
melon didn’t make a split when the knife was plunged in, it 
~ wasn’t good enough for him. The split meant it was at its 
peak of ripeness; so, if the split didn’t happen, Grandpa 
would not touch it. 

The kids, of course, were not quite that perfection- 
minded. If the melon didn’t meet expectations, they would 
give twenty seconds to ponder their disappointment and 
then start shouting for the biggest center piece. 

Grandpa stood brushing the willow limbs away as he 
stepped up to the table. He began the preliminary tests of 
thumping, scratching, and pressing on the blossom end for 
firmness. He nodded in satisfaction. Then, came the 
supreme test, the split. As Grandpa lifted the knife to 
begin the cut, the knife caught a ray of sun and gave off a 


blinding reflection. As all watched expectantly, in the still 
was heard a wet ‘pop’. As the knife came down on one 
side, the melon’s split was preceding it all the way down. 
Granpa looked up with a pleased smile on his face as he 
thrust the two halves away from each other to expose the 
deep redness inside speckled with little spots of black. 

“‘] knew it’d be a good one,”’ said Grandpa as he cut a 
sliver out of the heart and ate it nodding his head. 

He cut big round slices and then wedges for everyone as 
the father handed out laden dishes to the family. 

Everyone fell to eating the dripping fruit and agreeing 
as to how sweet it was, and it was the best one they'd had 
all summer. ; ‘ 

Along with the watermelon, plates, forks for the adults, 
and napkins, there was the wooden salt shaker on the 
table. This was handed to Grandpa. 

Shelly did not understand the way her grandparents 
would sprinkle salt over the sweet red meat of the 
watermelon. 

“The salt makes the sweetness all the sweetner,’’ said 
Grandpa lightly tossing salt on his wedge of watermelon. 

‘But how could it make it sweeter if you put salt on it? 
Salt isn’t sweet,’’ replied Shelly. 

“Of course you don’t like it now; neither did I when I 
was little. You’ll learn what I mean when you get older.”’ 

“Well, I know I’ll never like it. It only spoils the melon.”’ 

“No, it doesn’t. Now, you must eat yours and I'll eat 
mine.”’ 

All afternoon there was nothing but the sound of 
laughter, talking and eating. The children took slurping 
bites out of the melon pieces they held in their hands 
letting the juice trickle down their arms in red trails and 
drip off the elbow. They had to battle the flies for posses- 
sion of each piece of melon. They gained the victory by not 
letting the piece be still, but kept it moving, and waving 
their free hand over it if their mouth wasn’t clapped over 
half of it: 

Shelly, her sister, and brother raced to see who could eat 
the most pieces. Their mother stopped this play with 
warnings of a stomach ache and no more melon tomorrow. 
So then, they tried to see who could spit a seed and hit the 
trunk of the cottonwood. Again, they were stopped, this 
time it was their father. He exclaimed that he didn’t want a 
bunch of watermelon sprouts around the tree next spring 
and if they want watermelon plants, the seeds belong in 
the garden. 

The adults conversation, mostly in the direction of the 
weather, the children’s school work, their father’s 
business, and Grandma's gladiolas, floated in and out 


fe 


the willow leaves shading them. 

As the melon rapidly grew smaller in the heat and went 
into the thirsty mouths, there was a tired contentment 
settling over the adults of the backyard. “Awakening from 
their reverie, the mother and Grandma hurried into the 
house to begin the dinner preparations. 

The children covered with the sticky juice, dirt, and 
grass set up the twirling water sprinkler in a corner, of the 
yard. As they took turns jumping over the spray, there 
came a big brown puddle where there had been fat green 
grass. As they jumped into the soggy ground, they 


- splashed mud on themselves adding to the array of colors 


on their bodies and clothes. 

After dinner, the family again went to sit in the yard. 
The children, finally persuaded into a clean face and 
clothes, were exhausted from their arduous day of playing 
and entertaining the adults. They each climbed into the 
nearest lap. 

They were seated in the middle of the yard to watch the 
daily masterpiece take place, the sunset. As the day’s heat 
slowly lessened, the sky overhead became a spectacle of 
orchestrated. colors. Purples, pinks, and oranges were 
gradually intensified and reflected in the passing clouds. 
Then sun, grown to a large, blinding red sphere, became 
dimmer taking all the flowing colors with it as the scene 
dissolved into the horizon. One by.one as the stars 
appeared, an eye closed. 

In the calmness of the new evening, only the sound of 
the dry flies and frogs were heard. As the bright moon 
began illuminating the still yard, its rays'filtered through 
the willow leaves placing a patterned shadow on the faces 
and grass. After a brief, yet somehow long, empty and 
secure pause, the grownups began slowly waking the legs 
and arms sprawled on their laps. 

The mother was whispering routine instructions to the 
wagging heads of sleep. She whispered that it was late and 
time for bed. Tomorrow they could play again. Her father 
was straining in the moonlight and light from the house to, 
see the time on the face of his watch. Then, he announced 
that it was long past the children’s bedtime and took up 
the youngest one in his arms to hurry her progress into 
bed. Shelly was walking clumsily towards the light glaring 
from the: back door into the closed eyes of darkness. It 
seemed late even to her, but tomorrow and the tomorrow 
after that were already almost here. To Shelly, time was 
only the hands of her father’s watch. 


Christina Mize 


Solitude 


! have walked the hidden lands within me 
Searching, searching. 
' Long have | stridden the burning sands 
of self contempt 
And cowered beneath the burning sun 
Of self recriminations : 
And sat beside the cool waters 
Resting in my silences 
And warming to my self love. 
Always I have walked alone 
Touching no other in my world of worlds 
And the Silence was unbearable loud at times. 
| have danced upon the sunny banks of my joy, 
And been a Niobe in my tears. 
There is a salt sea that washes upon the banks of 
"my eyes and sometimes flows in riptides 
down the dunes and hollows of my face, 
For | have been alone : 
And | am a lonely person 
just like all the other people who are encased 
s in flesh 
—walls that will not be penetrated, rules that 
will not be broken, 
Pain that will not be assuaged. 


Evaonne Miller | 


Universal 
The lady in the chapel sighs 


‘a whisper rather stale 


and smiling sadly up at God - 
unties her black lace veil. 
It lies undonned upon the pew. 


- Apause, 


Arustle, she is gone. 


‘The flickering candle lingers on 


While God, alone, cries out. 
Too few! 


Amanda Borelli 


DIG 


I dig. 


| fight. | sweat for every word. 

Yet falling from the me inside 

is ink, and not ideas. 

The feelings try to free themselves, 

and tearing loose from where they hide, 
They drip and ooze | 

until they lose themselves in mediocrity. 


Conversation between a man and a woman 


Em parked her car in the driveway and got out of it. She 
paused, looked around and noted again the ill-kept lawn 
and the grease on the driveway. She felt a stir of anxiety 
because of these things, though the feeling was allowed 
with satisfaction as her gaze took in the front of the 
ranch-style house. It was the best home she had ever lived 
in. The rent was high, but manageable. There “were, 
though, those promises to the landlord about keeping the 
place up. At this thought her eyes swung to the gap in the 
fence that should have ‘been replaced with a gate two 
months ago. She looked at the garbage cans standing at 
the corner of the garage. They were still full of garbage 
and had been for nearly two weeks. 

“Jay didn’t get much sleep last Wednesday,’’ she 
thought, ‘‘and he was in a hurry to get to work on time — 
it’s a pain in the ass having him work nights anyway — but 
1 do wish he could manage to'get the garbage cans out fo 
the curb on Wednesdays. The flies and smell are terrible. 1 
hope the neighbors don’t complain."’ 

he entered the house, bracing herself for the litter she 
knew to be there. ‘‘Damned kids,’” she thought. **No one 
gives a damn.’’ She dumped her purse on the sofa and 
sighed. She toured the house, inspected the bedrooms and 
noted the carelessly dropped clothing, toys, and the 
disarray of bedclothes. In one of the bedrooms her two 
youngest children were showing signs of rousing. 

‘‘A Monday holiday,”’ she thought. ‘It would be so nice 
if they had to go to school today. Well, I've taken the other 
three back to their Dad, I guess I’can cope with these 
two.”’ 

Em returned to the livingroom and looked through the 
door-way to the kitchen. She saw a mound of dirty dishes 
spilling out of both sinks. She heard the scrape of.a chair in 
the dining area and knew that Jay was finishing his 
morning can of beer. She guessed it was OK for a 
night-worker like Jay to drink in the morning. With 
persistent effort she had even got him into the habit of 
putting away the empty cans. 

Jay appeared in the doorway. Em observed his tired 
expression. Concern, affection and-annoyance swirled in 
her thoughts. : 

‘*Hi Babe.”’ His voice was tired and soft. 

Em looked him over carefully, trying to determine his 
mood. He appeared relaxed and amiable. Em made a 
decision. 

“*Hon,”” she said. ‘We've got to talk. Have you looked 
at this house? How can I go to my hospital class this 
afternoon with the place in this shape?"’ ‘ 

Jay’s face took on the look; the one she had come to 
despair of; the one she visualized as representing yards of 
soft blubber and with herself slashing at it with a knife, 
desperately trying to cut through to the real Jay on the 
other side but failing because at each stroke with the knife 
the blubber closed instantly leaving an unruffled surface. 
Em knew that this withdrawn introspective look on Jay's 
face signaled his~sidestep into dimensions that were 
private to him — places that he wouldn't share with her 
and that were therefore a threat to her. She told herself, ‘‘I 


will not get angry.”’ Suddenly she was angry. : 
“Don’t you ever look at the schedule?”’ Em asked. ‘‘You 
are down on the schedule today for dishwashing and 
cleaning the kitchen. Why didn’t you take the garbage out 
last Wednesday? You worked yesterday — I didn’t expect 
you to cook dinner, but you ought to at least pick up some 


of the mess and wash the dishes. This house is like a 


pigpen. Jesus Christ! I can’t be responsible for 
everything. You've got to give me some help — not just lie 
around being a slob, doing nothing — You rely on me to 
cook for you, pick up after you and do things at your 
convenience. You've got to help! Christ! I've got school 
and kids and my share of the work and that’s all I can 
handle. If you don’t do your share I can’t handle it. I’m 
trying to keep the place clean — fix it up the way I 
promised the landlord we would, and it just keeps getting 
sloppier all the time. 

“When you moved in with me we agreed to share the 
rent, utilities, groceries — and the work.’ Em continued. 
“OK, I know you contribute your share of the money, but 
that’s not enough. We agreed to share the work too. 
Criminy! I tell you — I leave notes for you — and when I 
get home I find the place looking like a cyclone hit it. 
Haven't you got anything to say?’’ Em’s voice was 
demanding. ‘‘Talk to me. We’ve got to work this out.”’ 

“I was tired.’ Jay said. ‘‘Working nights and not being 
able to sleep during the day just doesn’t leave me much 
energy to follow your schedules.”’ : 

“If you were living alone,”’ Em said. “‘You'd still have 
to work nights — do some housekeeping or let stuff pile up 
and live like a pig...Don’t get that expression on your face 


- —tell me-what you're thinking.”’ 


“I'm tired Babe,”’ Jay said. ‘‘Let’s discuss it some other 
time.’’ 

“‘Now’s the time to discuss it.’’ Em rejoined quickly. 
“Oh, I see.”’ 

Jay had picked up a book from an end-table and was 
absently glancing at the fly leaf. 

“You can't handle every problem by hiding in a book,’’ 
Em said. ‘‘Hoping they'll go away by themselves won’t 
work. I think that you'd just stagnate if somebody didn’t 
prod you once in awhile. Hey — I care for you. I very much 
care for you.”’ Em’s voice was soft.and there was a plea in 
her eyes. She paused, waiting for Jay to say something — 
anything. Em's expression hardened and her voice took on 
a nearly hateful quality. 

“I'm not going to go on letting you take advantage of 
me.’ She said. **All you want is a piece of ass whenever 
you feel the urge — a neat little corporate housewife type 
who will react to please your every whim. Well, it ain’t me 
Babe! I don’t need a husband....I've had a husband 
What I really need is somebody I can turn to when the 
going gets too rough for me to handle it alone. 1 thought 
you were the one I could turn to....."’ Jay stood motionless, 
expressionless and gazed steadily at. her. Em's voice 
became piercing. ‘‘Don’t just stand there, thinking your 
superior thoughts, say something!”’ 

Jay's voice was low, level and with a touch of steel in it. 


Amanda Borelli 


“I’m going to bed and try to get some sleep Babe.”’ 

“Well go ahead then,”’ Em said. ‘‘I should be studying, 
but I'll spend the time doing housework. You go ahead and 
crawl into”your bed and into your book.”’ Angrily she 
turned away. 

Anger’s energy always seemed to aid Em in doing her 
housework. She went about it now with rapid economy of 
motion. Her mind was busy putting the silvery:captions of 
furious thoughts on the canvas of het emotions. 

“Nobody gives a shit,”’ she thought, ‘‘about how tired I 
get. Nobody cares about my feelings. I’m responsible for 
paying bills, shopping — all the cleaning. Having all five 
kids here over the weekend nearly drove me up the 
wall.....1 get criticized by Mom, Dad and the EX — What 
right has he got to criticize I’d like to know? Leaving the 
kids at the babysitters too much! What a lot of bullshit! 
I’ve put up with this crap for five years. I’m going to do it 
though. In spite of hell I’m going to get my R.N. license. 
EX can afford to critize...after all he has the three oldest — 


they can be left by themselves when he goes on a date, but: 


me— when'l go to school or to work I must remember the 
fine benefits — a’ mother’s all-time virtue, honor and 
fulfillment of taking care of the two that are not old enough 
to do anything except make a mess.” 

Em continued straightening the livingroom as her two 
children came in with their pajamas on. One of the girls 
turned on the T.V. Em said ‘‘l want you guys to pick u 
every bit of paper off the rug — Don’t just sit there — ff 
have to tell you again I'll beat the shit out of you — get 
moving!"’ 

Em was somewhat gratified that the girls moved to do 
her bidding, slowed though they were by an immediate 
argument over who would work where. Em’s mind turned 
them off and returned to another face of the problem 
facing her. 

“Jay never criticizes me — aloud at least. He just never 
says anything that is important to us. Come to think of it 
the only times we have ever reaily communicated was 
when were not living together, not planning to, and had 
nothing to lose by being honest with each other. At least 
I'm willing to talk. Jay just closes himself up and won’t say 
anything, even in his own defense.”’ 

Em remembered when Jay was a very exciting man. His 
brilliance of conversation and fiery love-making had 
seemed to evaporate over the months. Em was convinced 
that one honest ‘‘gut-level’’ conversation between the two 
of them ceuld solve most of the problems. The trouble was, 
Jay never cooperated. Every conversation ended with Em 
doing all the talking and Jay replying, if at all, in 
monosyllables. 

“Jesus fucking Christ!’’ She thought angrily as she got 
out the vacuum cleaner and plugged it in. ‘“This mess has 
got to be straightened out some way. I don’t control 
anything. I'm just being batted this way and that by other 
people. One way or the other I’ve got to get my house in 


order.”’ 
~ Glenn Parks 
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A Concept Unexpressed 
I’m more aware of my ideas 
Than you are of your chains 
Behind your unseen bars you mock 
While | fly angry, free. - 
We all are of humanity - 
From this thought stems my pain - 
Because of our unbroken bond 
J 
Cannot go far beyond 
Your blind stupidity. 
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Untitled 


the blind man 
knows his way 
around work smiles 
because he understands . 

the motion 

he feels 
his cheeks draw 
shapes something more 
flexible 


. 


in a day already 
hard to face 
his co-workers 
step around him 


to someone 
they think 


sees more © 
their way 


Frank Parker 


Silent Beauty 


| lie here - awaken 
sleep held at bay 

by pain and thought 
Silently - 1 behold you 


Your breath is as solitude - 

so still given - hardly audible - 
your hair tousled about your head 
not unlike tall grass in the wind - 
one touching another with 

no repeating pattern. 


Your face outlined against 

the early morning haze .. 

This dimness gives up an illiberal depth - 
so | am required to concentrate on 

on your countenance. 


The covers gently caress your body 
never quite appearing as a burden 
more.an icing on cake 

Smooth in places - but most 

often like Sierra foothills in Spring 


You. are quiescent - 

no external vision 

no thoughts but your own 

and - as you.are now 
you are always 


warm and gentle. David P atton 
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Clouds 


Clouds of darkness _ 
_ filled the skies 
. and drifted swiftly 
over majestic mountain tops 
\as the rains swept down 
covering 
__ the meadow in which we lay 
. We arose 
and stood 
dancing 
' while being cleansed b y nature 
only to slip 
falling to the wet earth 
‘ laughing 
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